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WAS never so nervous in all my life as 

I was the night when I took Jacques 
Lebault to my home to dinner. 

Jacques Lebault was a French banker. 
He controlled a large part of my company’s 
foreign business. The vice-president of my 
firm asked me if I would mind entertaining 
Lebault. 

“I shall be delighted to entertain him,” I 
replied. But no sooner were the words out 
of my mouth than I realized I was letting 
myself in for a difficult time. For Lebault 
knew only a smattering of English. 

While escorting the Frenchman to my 
home, I discovered to my horror that he 
spoke even less English than I expected. 
My heart sank. How could we carry on a 
conversation? I knew only a little French 
that I had learned in high school. 

I did my best to talk to Lebault. But 
every minute the conversation grew more 
strained—more halting. When I thought of 
my wife who was waiting at home to greet 
us, | grew panic-stricken. She had never 
spoken a word of French in her life! What 
would she do? 

“Hello, Frank,” was my wife’s cheerful 
greeting. 

I smiled nervously. My heart beat fast 
as I introduced Monsieur Lebault to her. 
The Frenchman bowed low and kissed my 
wife’s hand in true European style. 

“Ah, Madame,” he said, “enchanté de faire 


votre connaissance! 


My Big Surprise 

Imagine my astonishment! Imagine my 
amazement! My wife answered Monsieur 
Lebault in 
French! 

“Te suis trés 
heureuse de 
vous voir,” she 
said. 

My eyes 
opened wide. 


—until I found it was easy as A-B-C 


My jaw dropped. I was so surprised that 
you could have knocked me down with a 
feather! 

To my further amazement, my wife con- 
tinued to talk French with Monsieur Le- 
bault. All during dinner she chatted away 

-gaily—easily—as if French was her native 
language. The Frenchman was delighted. 

As for me, I said nothing. I went through 
the dinner in a completely dazed state of 
mind. I could scarcely believe my ears. 
I thought I must be dreaming! 

When Lebault departed he was 
all smiles. “Merci, Madame! 
Merci, Monsieur!” he cried, 
thanking my wife and myself for 
our hospitality. It was easy to 
see that, due to my wife’s ability 
tospeak French, he had thorough- 
ly enjoyed himself. 

The instant my 
wife and I were 
alone I started 
firing questions 
at her. 

“Jane!” I exclaimed ex- 
cidedly. “Where on earth 
did you learn to speak 
French? Why didn’t you 
ever tell me you knew 
French?” 

Jane laughed. “I kept it 
a secret because I wanted to surprise you,” 
she replied. And then she told me the whole 
story. 

“Do you remember that advertisement I 
showed you a few months ago?” she asked— 
“that advertisement for a new kind of French 
course?” I paused in thought. Then I nodded. 
“Why, yes, I believe I remember,” I said. 

“Do you remember how you scoffed at it?— 
how you said it would be foolish to try to learn 
French without a teacher?”’ my wife continued. 

Again I nodded. 

“Well. Frank,” said my wife, “I hated to 
give up the idea of learning French. And it 
didn’t cost anything to see what the course was 
like, so I decided to send for it. 


A New Way to Learn French 


“Honestly, Frank, the course was wonderful 
—so simple—so easy! It’s called the ‘At- 
Sight’ method. It is a method of learning French re- 
cently perfected by the Hugo Institute of Languages 

over in London. 

“The authorities of the House of Hugo 
have condensed all their knowdedgee of lan- 
guage instruction—their years of experience 
in teaching French—the secrets of their won- 
derful method—into a course of lessons which 
any one can study at home.” 

' Then Jane showed me the French 
\ ai course. “You can see for yourself 
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Doubleday, Page & Co., Dept. F-931, 
American Representatives of Hugo's Language Institute of London, 
Garden City, New York. 

Please send me the Hugo “French-at-Sight” Course in 24 lessons, for 
free examination and include the French-English Dictionary. Within 5 
days I will either return the course and dictionary or send you $2 at that 
time and $2 each month thereafter until $12 has been paid. 


Reference or Occupation 


how easy it is,” she said. 

Jane was right. As I looked 
at the lessons, I realized that 
here was an entirely new way 
to learn French. The method 
was absolutely ingenious—so 
clear—so simple. ecame so 
much interested in the lessons 
that I decided to study them 
myself 


It was easy as A-B-C learning French this new way. 
The “Av-Sight™ method required no laborious ex- 
ercises—no tiresome rules—no dull class-room drills. 
It was actually fun learning. I didn’t study mych— 
just a few minutes a day. And in a short time I was 
able to speak French—read French books and 
magazines—and understand French when it was spoken 
to me. 


Try It 5 Days Free 


This story is typical. You, too, can now learn French 
at home—quickly, easily, pleasantly—just as thousands 
of others are doing by the celebrated Hugo “At-Sight”’ 
Method. Twenty-four fascinating lessons, carefully 
planned. The most ingenious method of learning French 
ever discovered. Whole generations of language-teaching 
experience in all the leading European cities are behin 
this French course 


_ The wonderful thing about this simplified Hugo method 
is that it makes you your own teacher. At home—in 
minutes that might otherwise be wasted—you learn. 
ane by phrase, sentence by sentence, to speak the 
anguage correctly and well 

We shall be glad to send you the complete course FREE 
for 5 DAYS so that you may see it and judge for yourself. 
Within the free examination period you have the privilege 
of returning the course without cost or obligation, or 
keeping it as your own and sending only $2 as a first 
payment, and thereafter $2 a month until the full price 
of $12 has been paid 

You are the judge. Simply return the course within 5 
days if you are not fascinated and delighted with it. If you 
act promptly a valuable French-English Dictionary, con- 
taining 45,000 words, will be included without additional 
cost. 


We urge you to clip and mail this coupon today. 
Doubleday, Page & Co., Dept. F-931, Garden City, 
New York. 


State... . 


5% discount for cash with order. 
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ATURAL enough for the 

woman of refined tastes to 
feel a reserve about certain inti- 
mate.matters. Her whole upbring- 
ing has been surrounded by secre- 
cy. She hesitates more and more 
to inquire of other women. To her 
former timidity is now added the 
fear of seeming ignorant. She builds 
around herself a wall of self-con- 
sciousness. 


True, she is aware of many vital 
facts of life, but she is not sure of 
her knowledge. How convenient 
then to have the frank, scientific 
truth about feminine hygiene. 
That is what this valuable book- 
let gives; that is why every married 
woman should send for a copy. 


Truths known to every physician 
and trained nurse 


The truth about the use of poison- 
ous antiseptics is known to every 

hysician and trained nurse. They 

ave seen the havoc wrought 
among innocent women who, in 
their desire for complete surgical 
cleanliness, have employed bi- 
chloride of mercury. Well-meaning 
women, but ignorant of the risks 
they run of mercurial poisoning. 


Physicians and nurses know 
also of the hazards of carbolic 
acid and its various com- 


dwoman 
sent fora 
of this frankly 


pounds. Usually mixed with 
soapy ingredients, these carbolic 
acid preparations always contain 
the threat of injury to delicate 
membranes. 


New discovery does away 
with women’s risks 


Startling as these scientific state- 
ments are, there is another sci- 
entific fact which is a welcome 
reassurance. It is this: there Aas 
been discovered a powerful anti- 
septic which is absolutely non- 
poisonous. Its name is Zonite and 
it may well be called a marvel. It 
is over 40 times as strong as 
peroxide of hydrogen. It is harm- 
less to human tissues. It gives com- 
plete surgical cleanliness and pro- 
duces a soothing and healing effect. 


Zonite is actually far more power- 


ful than any dilution of carbolic 


acid that can be used on the body. 
But what a difference in safety! 
Carbolic acid is a deadly poison— 
so caustic that its continued use 
produces areas of scar-tissue. 
Zonite, on the contrary, is just as 
harmless to human beings as it is 


fatal to germs. It will not 


harden delicate tissues, 
nor render them dull 
and insensitive. In fact, 
dental authorities are 


written 


ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or book- 
lets checked below. 

The Newer Kr or" “ne Hygiene 
Use of 4 


booklet 


freely using and recommending 
Zonite for the purpose of oral 
hygiene. 


Is it any wonder, then, that the 
discovery of Zonite has been wel- 
comed by physicians and nurses 
and women of refinement every- 
where who realize the importance 
of personal hygiene to their lasting 
health and happiness? Zonite,clean 
and wholesome as an ocean breeze, 
is an assurance of daintiness, 
charm and freedom from worry. 


You can buy Zonite in any 
drug store in the country 


Practically every drug store in 
America has Zonite in stock. Pur- 
chase a bottle today. You will find 
it reliable and always safe. Full 
directions with every bottle. Be 
sure to send for the special free 
booklet entitled “The Newer 
Knowledge of Feminine Hygiene”. 
It is frank and scientific. Read it; 
pass it on to others. Zonite 
Products Corporation, 250 Park 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


In bottles: 30c, 60¢ and $1 
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Editor 
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The Best True-Life Serials 


The Secret Island. . . 


The Thrilling Adventures of a Stolen Bride 


The Best True-Life Stories 


The Shadow of Her Past . . . 10 
A Dramatic Story from Life by Homer Croy 


One Fleeting Moment of Glory . 16 
Faltering Feet on the Road of Destiny 

The Man Who Laughed at Love . 30 
Then Love Laughed Right Back at Him 


The Wrong Santa Claus 


Crucible of Youth . . . 42 
The Truth About High Schools in y, our on 


A Woman With Two Souls . . 50 
A Star of the Screen at War With Love 


Let’s Pretend . . 
The Romance of a Poor L intle Ric h Girl 


Because She Adored Her Husband . 60 
From Behind a Family Doctor’s Door 


The Strangest Love Story Ever Told . 62 


The Best True-Life Features 


Is There Danger Ahead for American 
Women? By Madame Elinor Glyn . 14 

I've Quit Worrying About You Wild 
Young Folks By Meredith Nicholson 20 

Should the Woman Pay? . . . 28 
By Judge John J. Freschi 

Love Flew Out of My Window. 34 
By Mary Calvert 


Loyalty . . . 41 
0. O. MeIntyre’s Best True Story This Month 


You Men Have Failed as Lovers . 48 
By Joseph Hergesheimer 

Can a Fat Girl Hold a Man’s Love? . 54 
By Mabel Herfter 


Can Happiness Be Bought? . . 66 
By Martha Madison 


This Funny World . . . . . 68 
By Aleck Smart 


Screen & Stage Pictorial 37-40:69-72 
A Gallery of Beauty & Fun from the Films 
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UNEASY LOVE 


cA Breathless Serial of a Modern Cinderella 
Who (rashed the Gates of Society 


The contents red Pg copa iont and may not be republished without permission. Published monthly i # the Magus Magazine Corporation, at 119 
We Vote Str E. Bertin, President and Tre Jo BREN NaN, Vice-President ; T. MonaGuan, Secretary. Copyright i927, by 
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Home-training backed with an 
agreement to get you a 
DRAFTING JOB ata 50% RAISE 


—or money refunded 


Here isa word-for-word copy of the Contract which 
we have made with 30,000 men in the past three 
tome I shall be glad to make the same agreement, 

— obs our entire resources of $1,500,000.00— 
wit 


Into Drafting! 


The ability to read blue- 
prints and draw plans is 
the entering wedge to 
success ia all building 
and manufacturing 
lines. Learn Drafting 


STING work and 
Dr: aftsmen are a won- 


az 


Ba 
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to prove you can learn at 


Home, in spare time! 
We have developed a new simplified, rapid 
way to teach Drafting, and we want tosend you 
three sample lessons without cost or obligation. So 
you can test your own ability to master this 
fascinating work at home, in your spare time. And see 


for yourself how quickly and easily you can qualify for 
a fine, well-paid Drafting position, 


$50 to $125 aweek paid to 
EXPERT DRAFTSMEN 


Pick up the want ads of any big-city news- 
paper and you'll see why we urge men to go 
into Drafting. 70,000 fine positions advertised 
in the past year. Draftsmen are urgently 
needed in Building Construction, Manufacturing, in 
the Architectural, Mechanical, Electrical, Structural 
and Automotive industries. Get in touch with me, and 
I'll tell you how you can get one of these fine jobs, 


The American School 


| Guarantee of Position and 
Increased Pay 

WE GUARANTEE oo find you a satisfac- 


* tory position within 60 days after you fin- 
ish our complete course of home training in 


Drafting; 


ij And, further, 


WE GUARANTEE that said position will 
* pay you a salary of at least 50% more than 
you are earning today, provided your present 
salary is less than $40 per week; 
OR FAILING TO DO SO, we guarantee to 
refund to you immediately the entire amount 
that you have paid for this training. 


OOMM AL 


derful bunch of fel- 
ows. You're bound 
to enjoy the good-. 
natured atmos- 
phere of a 
Drafting office 
and the con- 
tact it gives 

you with im- 
portant ac- 
and 


BIG MEN 


Chartered 30 years ago as an ED- 
UCATIONAL INSTITUTION, 
and, like the best resident schools * 
and colleges, conducted NOT FOR 
PROFIT. We offer complete, thor- 
ough, up-to-dateinstruction—pre- 
pared by 200 leading Engineers, 
Executives and Educators. A 
unique instruction, built to meet 
the specifications of well-paid jobs 
as laid down by employers them- 
selves —yet simplified for ready 
understanding by men with only 
common schooling. 

And we are the first in the home- 
study field to recognize the need of 
giving a COMPLETE SERVICE 
to ambitious men—training plus 
employment. Which takes you as 
you are, supplies the equipment 


Director 


you lack, and landsyouin the better O. C. MILLER 


job you seek. Without risk to you! Director Extension Work 


O. C. MILLER, Director, Extension Work, The American School 

Dept. V.1251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 

Iam interested to get particulars of your Job and Kaise Guarantee. Also 
send 3 Drafting Lessons without cost or obligation. 


This agreement proves our training does make real Draftsmen. It proves that after you 
finish, there are well-paid jobs avaiable. And you can prepare yourself without losing a 
day's pay or time, without quitting your job or leaving home! 


Cit 


Dept. D-1251 Drexel Avenue and 58th Street, Chicago 


Address 
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No longer must you struggle along 
at hard work, low pay, long hours 
—ESCAPE! 

Don’t put up with long hours, 
tiresome detail and overbearing 
or inconsiderate employers. Don’t 
struggle along another minute at 
low pay. Quit depriving yourself 
of the good things of life. 

Now, W. T. Walsh, the nation- 
ally-known wizard of BIG PAY 
shows you the new, quick, easy 
way to make $50— $75 — and 
$100 a week—and even more. Just 
like being in business for yourself. 
No time clocks, nohours, no bosses. 
And you make pay for every hour 


you work. You do work that you 
like. The secret is an entirely new 
kind of work that is sweeping men 
into big money class overnight. 
Thousands in America now doing 
it. And thousands of more oppor- 
tunities for big pay without any 
investment on your part. 

In the amazing book that Mr. 
Walsh will send you, he tells you 


OPPORTUNITY PUBLISHING CO. 
Dept. 1-B 


Break Away From ~ 
Long hours ~Restrictions 
on your libertzes ~Barely 
enough Pay to make 
both ends meet. 


THIS AMAZING BOOK 


750 No. Michigan Avenue 


) THERE 1S NO CHARGE FOR THE BOOK 


This amazing book by the man who has become 
known all over the country as the Maker of BIG 
PAY MEN is yours without charge. The pub- 
lishers of Opportunity Magazine are going to give 
it entirely free with every 2 years’ subscription— 
24 issues — at the special price of $2.00. And the ) 
link is completed. 


KEY TO BIG PAY 


In the book you will learn the secret—-in its pages 
you will learn the exact and simple A. B. C. steps 
for applying the secret —and in the magazine you 
will find the opportunity that will make the big- 
) gest money for you. 


in less than 200 words just exactly 
how you can break away from small 

ay and get into a big income AT 
ONCE! Then the rest of the book 
gives you full details for carrying out 
the work in this new and remunera- 
tive profession. 


Don’t Leave 
Present Job 


present job and take a chance on making 
money. By Mr. Walsh’s plan you can try 
out his new system in your spare time, at 
noons or after work or on Saturday 


The nice part 
about it is this: 


SST Coy 
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WE INTRODUCE YOU 
TO MEN WHO 
PAY BIG MONEY 


That’s what OPPORTUNITY will do for 
you. In its pages you will not only meet 
successful men and women, who will tell 
you how they are making $5,000.00 to 
$10,000.00, but in its columns are listed 
hundreds of reliable manufacturers who are 
looking for men and women who have the 
knowledge you will get from Mr. Walsh’s 
book, and who offer big paying positions to 
those whocan do the work we teach you todo. 


DON’T SEND 
A PENNY 


NO MONTHLY PAYMENTS! As soon 
as we receive your name, this magic book 
of Success and the first copy of Opportu- 
nity will be sent to you. Simply deposit 
$2.00 with the mailman when he delivers 
the book. It will be your full and final 
payment; you do not pay another cent, 
now or at any other time. 


Trial Guarantee 
We will take the chances! We know what 
this money-making combination can do 
for your income. Let us prove it to you! 
Take advantage of our generous TRIAL and 
guarantee of satisfaction or money back. 


afternoons or even on Sunday. You 
can work this way until you are 
making more from spare time than 


GOOD FOR BOOK 


you now do from your regular job. 
Then you can leave the job and 
jump your pay to twice and three 
times what it was by giving Mr. 
Walsh’s system all of your time. 
You take no chances. You risk noth- 
ing. You gain all! 


Name 


Chicago 


Address 


OPPORTUNITY PUBLISHING CO. 
Dept. |-B, 750 No. Michigan Ave., Chicago 

Enter my name for big introductory combination; Put me 
down for two 
and send me Mr. Walsh's system and his book at once with- 
out extra charge 
full and complete payment. 
satisfied. 


years’ subscription to Opportunity Magazine 
I will deposit $2.00 with my mailman in 
My money back if not entirely 
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To You 
for only 


Here is the greatest buying opportunity 
today! Just $1.00 down brings you the 
famous 21-Jewel Studebaker Watch direct from 
factory. Balance in easy monthly payments. Lowest 
prices ever named for equal quality. You save fully 
30% to 50%. Your choice of 80 magnificent, new . 
Art Beauty cases and dials. Latest case designs in yellow, green and white 
old effects. Exquisite thin models. 12 Size and 16 Size. Send coupon 
or catalog of Advance Watch Styles and full particulars. 


21 JEWEL 


STUDEBAKER 


© THE INSURED WATCH 


The Studebaker Watch Company is directed by members of the famous 
Studebaker family—known throughout the world for three-quarters of a 
century of honest dealing. Studebaker Watches have 21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels, 
8 Adjustments—for heat, cold, isochronism and 5 positions. Made so good we insure 
them for your life-time. Insurance policy free with every Studebaker Watch. Ladies’ 
Bracelet Watches, Men’s Strap Watches. Diamonds and Jewelry also sold at lowest 
prices and easy monthly payments. Send coupon for details. 


MAIL COUPON Let us send you a copy of our beautiful new 6-color 

catalog. It contains complete information on —_ 

making. It tells how you can buy a 21-Jewel Stude- 

for FREE BOOK! baker Insured Watch direct from the maker—save 
big money and pay for it in easy monthly payments. Mail the coupon. 


SPECIAL OFFER! Watch Chain FREE! 
For a limited time we are offering a magnificent Watch Chain Free. To all who write 
immediately we will include particulars of this astounding offer. Time is limited. Send 
the coupon NOW before this offer expires! 


STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY 
Directed by the Studebaker Family— three-quarters of a century of fair dealing 
WATCHES + DIAMONDS + JEWELRY 
Dept. E-901 + South Bend, Indiana 
Canadian Address, Windsor, Ontario 


Jewelry CatalogFREE =! 

Our new Jewelry Catalog is just off the I} STUDEBAKER WATCH COMPANY 
ress. It presents an amazing selectionof | Dept. E-901,South Bend, Indiana 
and Jewelry. The prices are far | oO cand spe your free 


send me 

under retail market and credit terms as- of Advance Watch Styles and de- free catalog of 

Mail coupon at once for tails of your $1.00 offer. ond 
t 


acopy of thisnew FREE Jewelry Catalog. 


Mail This Coupon Name 
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Do You Qualify as a Juror 
in These Important Cases? 


In the Case of 
True Love 


Us. 


Trial Marriage 


The Charge: That Marriage is becoming 
an outworn institution. 

The plaintiff contends that modern lovers 
say, “Oh, well! Our love probably won’t 
last, so let’s not marry for keeps.” 

The defendant’s contention is that modern 
lovers think, as lovers always have, that 
their love, at least, is undying. 

Members of the Smart Set Jury, is the in- 
crease in divorce rate evidence for, or 
against, companionate marriage? What 
has the desire to possess one’s beloved to 
do with the failure of modern marriage? 
Chief Witness for the Defense: Booth 
Tarkington, whose unimpeachable knowl- 
edge of human nature is again proven in 
his terse testimony on “The Futility of 
Trial Marriage” in February Smart Set. 


In the Case of 


Daughters of the 
Jazz Age 

The Charge: That Jazz is the root of all 
modern evil. 
Jazz is responsible for the crime wave, the 
wildness of youth, the late hours they 
keep, the dances they dance, in short for 
everything that isn’t what it should be. 
Chief Witness for the Accused: Paul 
Whiteman, whose jazz band is famous the 
world over. His testimony on Daughters 
of the Jazz Age will be heard in February 
Smart Set. 


O you solemnly swear to 
judge without prejudice or 
preconceived opinion and to ren 
der a verdict of “Guilty” or “Not 
Guilty” in accordance with the 
evidence presented? Then hear 
ye! Hear ye! And justice shall be 
done in the following cases, typ- 
ical of a score or more which will 
be presented to the jury of Smart 
Set readers in the February issue. 


In the Case of 
Uneasy Love 


The Charge: Roberta Mayo, a model in a 
fashionable dress shop has “borrowed” a 
gown from her employer so that she might 
crash the gates into the high social fairy- 
land of wealth and idleness. 


She pleads guilty to having trusted one 
absolutely strange man to rescue her from 
the consequences of her own daring and 
to having accepted the friendship and 
financial assistance of another who prom- 
ised to use his influence to protect her. 


The accused will take the stand in her 
own defense. See February Smart Set 
for a full report of the trial. 


In the Case of 


Women 
vs. 
The Doubie Standard 


The Charge: That Women are anxious to 
scrap the double staridard. 


Members of the Smart Set Jury, why 
should there be one set of morals for men 
and another for women? Are women 
motivated by the identical emotions that 
sway men? Should women’s new social 
and political freedom carry with it greater 
freedom in everyth.ng else? 


Dr. Louis E. Bisch, noted psychoanalyst 
and neuropsychuatrist has been appointed 
by the court to investigate the double 
standard with a view to determining its 
sanity. The resule of his expert findings 
will be presented to the Smart Set Jury 
in the February issue. 


In the Case of 
Public Decency 


vs. 
Popular Scandals 


The Charge: That publishing news of 
scandals is a menace to morals, 


The wide spread publication of the inti- 
mate and salacious details of cases like 
the Hall-Mills murder, the Snyder-Gray 
sash-weight case, the Stillman divorce 
case, Peggy Joyce’s divorces and love 
affairs, serves no worthy purpose but 
rather incites other weak souls to make 
like attempts to take the law into their 
own hands. 


The editors have appealed this case to 
Lord Birkenhead, ex-Lord Chancellor of 
Great Britain. His opinion on “Should 
We Hush Our Scandals?” will be put on 
record in February Smart Set. 


In the Case of 
Larceny of Love 


The Charge: That possession is not nine 
points of love. 


A charming and attractive widow, the 
mother of a marriageable daughter 
refused to retire to the chimney-corner. 
One of the daughter’s men friends, 
who is nearer the mother’s age than 
the daughter’s was found kissing the 
mother. The daughter was found hys- 
terically screaming, “Mama, How Could 
You?” but the mother refuses to plead 
guilty toeither “grand” ox “petty” larceny. 


The case will be settled out of court in 
February Smart Set. 


Full reports of the above cases and more than a dozen othets will be found 
at all newsstands December 30. Start the New Year right by reserving a 
front seat in the Smart Set jury box. 
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actual experience in 


Read _ this 


HE young lady came into the office of 

the head of the Educational Depart- 

ment for advice, hoping against hope 
that he could suggest some way out of her 
difficulty. 

“I have a chance to get a wonderful job! 
It is just what I have always wanted—a 
secretarial position with the head of one of 
our largest hospitals. But I have to start 
in two weeks—and I must have shorthand!” 
She looked at him anxiously, feeling certain 
that he would agree that no shorthand sys- 
tem could be learned in two weeks. 

“I don't see how I can possibly do it,” she 
continued. “I used to write shorthand, but 
I've forgotten it and I don’t think I could 
brush up in two weeks. All those puzzling 
signs and symbols have become a blur in 
my mind. It took me months to learn them 
in the first place, and now they are 


“Can learn shorthand 
two weeks?” 


It sounded like a hopeless question, 
but a big job hinged on the answer 


A few days before she was to start in her 
new position she came back, fairly bubbling 


over with happiness. 


“Well, I am ready!” she cried. 


“Speed- 
writing has won the day! I can take dicta- 
tion easily, and faster than I'll probably ever 


be called upon to take it. I never dreamed 
any shorthand could be so simple. 

really enjoyed learning it—it is just 
delightful game. And I write it 


I have 
like a 
so natur- 


ally, without hesitation or nervous strain, 
“It is remarkable, too, how clear my notes 
are. I never have the slightest difficulty in 
reading them back, Do you know, even after 
spending years on that other shorthand sys- 
tem I was never able to transcribe my notes 


so accurately.” 


Thousands Now Write Short- 


hand This Easy Way 


It is typical 


The above is a true incident. 


of the way Speedwriting has helped many 
men and women to good positions quickly. 
All over the world Speedwriting has created 


sensational interest. Never before has a 
shorthand been known that could be learned 
so quickly, written so easily and accurately. 
Today it is being used not only by stenog- 
raphers but by thousands in every walk of 
life. Dig executives are using it personally. 
“It is like having a private secretary always 
at hand,” one of them said. Professional 
men, clergymen, lawyers, lecturers, writers, 
teachers, students, representatives of nearly 
every vocation have found it invaluable. 

Speedwriting is the NATURAL shorthand. 
It is written in the ordinary letters of the 
alphabet—the plain a-b-c’s you have been 
writing all your life. There are no puzzling 
signs and symbols to learn; no long, tedious 
practice is required. You started learning 
Speedwriting when you learned your a-b-c's. 
You write it just as naturally as you write 
longhand. You have only to become fa 
miliar with a few simple principles for con- 
densing and abbreviating the English lan- 
guage. Once you know these principles you 
can speedwrite any word. Soon you will be 
able to take dictation at the rate of 80 to 
120 words per minute, 

You can use Speedwriting on the type- 
writer, too; at a speed of 200 words per 
minute. 


Is Speedwriting TOO Easy? 
Many people find it hard to believe that 
it is possible to learn shorthand so quickly. 
But the proof is in the experience of thou- 
sands of users. Everywhere Speedwriting 
is making good on the job. Experienced 
stenographers are giving up their former 
systems for this easier, less tiring and more 
accurate shorthand. 


gone from me completely. That's why 
| was wondering whether, instead of 
trying to get back my old system, it 
wouldn't be better to take up Speed 
writing. I have heard it is so simple 
and easy to learn.” 


Shorthand Only a Matter 


of Hours Now 
“Yes, you can do it with Speedwrit- 
ing,”’ the manager replied. I know of 
one young man who spent only fifteen 
hours on Speedwriting and then took 
dictation on court testimony at the 
rate of 105 words a minute. We have 


‘NATURAL SHORTHAND 


peedwriting 


is the Greatest Christmas present 
you could give—to yourself or 


your loved ones. 


other cases equally remarkable. Yes, 
if you want that position you can get 
it. In two weeks you can be a Speed- 
writer.” 

The girl's eyes were shining. “That's 
wonderful! she exclaimed. “Can I 
start my course now?” 

“Surely,” he replied. “I'll get your 
lesson books together at once.” 

A few minutes later the girl left with 
a set of little books under her arm. 
She went home and started on the first 
lesson in Speedwriting. For two weeks 
she applied herself. 


Learn Speedwriting 
Quickly at Home 
Free Book Tells How 


Whatever your occupation, you 
should get the facts about Speed- 
writing. See how quickly you can 
learn this amazing shorthand in 
spare time at home. Mail the 
coupon or write. The booklet 
will come to you FREE. 


BRIEF ENGLISH SYSTEMS, Inc., 


200 Madison Ave., Dept. A 115, 
New York City 


Also Offices at 
1415 Royal Bank Building 
Toronto, Ontario 
Transport House, Smith Square 
Westminster, London, England 


FREE BOOK COUPON 


BRIEF ENGLISH SYSTEMS, INC., Dept. A 115, 
200 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Yes, you may send me the booklet of Speed- 
writing. No obligation on my part, of course. 


NAME 


ADDRESS 
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Office heat... chilly street...sore throat! 


From over-heated offices into 
chilly streets . . . out in the 
cold waiting for transporta- 
tion . . . into germ laden cars 
crowded with coughers . . . is 
it any wonder thousands are 
laid up with colds or sore 


throats—or worse? 

Don’t be one of them. After 
exposure of this kind, gargle 
with Listerine when you get 
home. 


Better yet, use it system- 
atically night and morning 
during nasty weather. It may 
be the means of sparing you a 
long, painful and costly siege 
of illness. Many a cold weather 
complaint has been checked 
by Listerine before it had a 
chance to become serious. 

Being antiseptic, it imme- 
diately attacks the countless 
disease-producing germs that 


lodgeinmouth, noseand throat. 


Again, we counsel you for 
your own protection to use 
this safe antiseptic twice a 
day, at least, during inclement 
weather. Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, Mo., 
U.S. A. 


Gargle when 
you get home 


In the THROAT 
and nose more 
than 


50 diseases 


have their beginning or 
development. Some of 
mild character, yield to 
an antiseptic. Others, 
more serious, do not. At 
the first sign of an irri- 
tated throat, gargle fre- 
quently with Listerine, 
and if no improvement 
is shown, consult a 
physician. 


Watch your 
throat! 


-the safe antiseptic 
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y a few years ago a novel called “West of the Water Tower” was pub- 
lished. It was published anonymously. So true it was, so real, so pulsating 
with life that it was difficult to believe that the story was not strictly auto- 
biographical. No one who had not lived the life of Guy Plummer could have 
written it. Soitseemed. Then came the news that this novel was the work 
of Homer Croy and this one piece of creative work, reflecting so truly an 
honest picture of life, placed~Mr. Croy in the front ranks of American 
novelists. Like“West of the Water Tower” you will find “The Shadow of 
Her Past,” which starts on the next page—so vivid that you will wonder how 
any one but Connie Webb herself could have written it 
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The 


closet behind the door, and glanced at the clock. Al- Look at the way he succeeded in leaving all the bureau 

most five. In a few minutes she would get the car out drawers pulled out when he was looking for anything! Walter 

of the garage and go down town to meet her husband at the could go to the bureau to look for a collar button and when 

court-house where he worked. he got through and went away every drawer in the bureau 

Connie looked approvingly at her husband's Palm Beach would be half open, leering at her. Another thing, was the 
suit, which she had just pressed. It was a difficult task to way he left his shoes on the floor when he took them off. 

dip it in ammonia water, sponge it neatly and press it. Many “If Walter should ever put his shoes neatly away in the 

women in Junction City complained of such work and would. closet, I’d step right to the telephone and call Dr. Chalmers,” 

have told their husbands to send the suit to the tailor, or Connie sometimes said. “I'd know it was an emergency case.” 

would let them wear a limp, depressed looking suit, but Connie But, in the main, she was absolutely content with him. 


Ors WEBB put away the ironing-board in the ness knows, he had his shortcomings like any other husband! 


did it cheerfully. She liked to do things for Walter Sometimes, she thought secretly, he was too good for her; 
Tonight, at the Country Club, she wanted him to look his then she shut the thought away hastily. 
best. As she held out the suit to look at it, she thought of They had been married seven years, and Connie was twenty- 


the supper at the Country Club. It was the annual dinner, eight years old. No one would ever call Connie beautiful, 
when the leading people of Junction City would get together but she was tall and had brown hair and blue eyes and a 
to celebrate the opening of the club two years before. The pleasant, merry laugh which made one overlook the lack of 
next morning the one daily paper in Junction City would perfection in facial conformation which goes to make beauty. 
dignify the event with the word “function.” Walter was to Added to her tall, graceful figure was the ability to wear her 
be one of the speakers clothes well. Old Mrs. Houchens, one of her neighbors, said, 
Connie knew that many husbands in Junction City would “She always looks like somebody.” 

have taken the hard work of pressing the suit as a matter of Indeed, Connie and Walter were one of the attractive, 
course, at best merely giving a grunt of recognition. But  well-appearing couples of the town. “And they always go out 
Walter was no such person. He was still appreciative of little together,’ people said. Many of the young couples in Junction 
things. It was one of the fine things about Walter Webb, one City didn’t. 

of the qualities which made Connie love him so, although good- Walter was three years older than she was, and, although 
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Imost in front of 
the hotel Connie 
heard a woice, “Say, 
hello, there.” Connie's 
heart seemed to stand 
still. Ed Floto, the man 
she had known in 
Greenwich Village! Her 
head was swimming. 
She wanted torunaway, 
get out of town and 
hide .. . But she must 
stay and face it 


The 
Famous Author 
of 
‘West of the Water Tower’ 
‘Draws 


traight from Life 


not brilliant, was the Rock of Gibraltar itself. He had that 
mysterious and subtle thing known as “character,” and it 
was this very substantiality which she appreciated so highly 
in him. It would make up for a mountain of shoes piled 
in the middle of the floor, and enough open bureau drawers 
to put a dry goods store in. 


THER young married men in Junction City had, now 

and then, small “affairs” on the side. The Country 
Club itself, irreproachable as it looked on the occasion of a 
“function,” had its whispering gallery, but Walter had never 
been and never would be a party to an affair. He was pleasant 
and cordial to every one, but it would never enter even the 
fringe of his consciousness to do anything unworthy of himself. 
Narrow and depressing as it was at times, Connie admired 
this Puritan streak which ran through him. Sometimes she 
thought of him as the product of two rocks, Gibraltar and 
Plymouth. 

Connie dressed herself and then she dressed the finest and 
most wonderful creature in the world—Wally, six years old. 
It seems that while she was pressing the suit, Wally had shot 
a couple of Indians and barely escaped with his life from a 
bear, which had climbed to the top of the tree in the back 
yard after him, but he had thrown pepper (which he happened 
to have in his pocket) in the bear’s face and the big ol’ bear 
had sneezed and sneezed till he had tumbled out of the tree. 
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When Watter came in Connie introduced Ed Floto as calmly as she could. “Glad te 
expected Floto to be a bit forward, she was wrong. He talked politely enough but all the 


After killing the bear, Wally had got on his invisible steed 
(which happened to be tied to the garage door) and galloped 
right up the stairs. 

Connie listened to the marvelous tale, only half hearing it. 
She had been in at the death of scores of Indians, and count- 
less bears had had their doom sealed in the sitting room, 
but while she listened she hugged him to her. Oh! what a 
delicious joy it was. Her son, her darling. 

“All right, dear, now we'll go out and get in the car and 
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go down town to shop and maybe we'll see daddy afterwards” 


EAVING the invisible steed to look after itself, Connie, 
with Wally at her side, spun down the street in the neat, 
well-kept car which Walter was able to afford, knowing that 
she made a pleasant picture. 
After all, the world was pretty good to her! Usually she 
thought so, except when a fit of gloom held her in its gnarled 
and terrible hand. Bui she tried to keep Walter from seeing 
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meet any old friend of Conmes, Walter said. If she 
time his eyes roamed the house and he seemed appraising it 


her in these depressions. Almost everybody, she knew, had 
them, and although she didn’t know it, many of these waves 
of depression had their origin in a bad ‘hight’s rest, or in the 
plebeian fact of eating too much. Or was it that? 

As she approached the down town section, the houses began 
to give way to stores; first, the brightly colored filling sta- 
tions, then the commission houses where eggs and butter were 
bought and shipped to the cities, then the better class two- 
story brick buildings in which were the general stores, with 


D, you think you can wipe 
out mistakes by just covering 
them up and forgetting them? 
If the ghost of your past ap- 
peared to threaten your hap- 
piness years later would you 
blame Fate—? Of would 
you admit your own guilt and 
try to cheat Fate by driving 
the ghost away? The woman 
in this story faced such a 
problem. Could you have 
solved it as she did? 


doctors’ and dentists’ and real estate offices and 
photograph galleries above. 

And so here before her was the Square. Cars 
were threading in and out; a team of work horses 


clumped past; a farmer. went by with a calf 
standing up in his wagon, its glassy eyes staring 


at the strange sights. It was such a scene as 
Connie had seen many times, the daily tasks and 
joys of a small town and Connie liked it. 


HERE was a flash of a hand and Mrs. Brooks, 

who had just come out of a store, signaled 

for Connie to stop. It was about choir practice. 

In her younger days, Connie had dreamed of 

having a career. There had been a restless urge 

in her which could never be stilled, and she had 

gone to New York to study. For a while she 

had tried to be an actress and had found a few 

small engagements, but they had amounted to 

little. She realized that she did not have the 

fire, the ceaseless longing, dearer than life itself, 

which is necessary to make a success as an actress, 

and after a time she had taken up the study of 

singing. Here she had had more success, and 

hope had run high. Maybe after all her career 

would come to her, and then she had come home 

and met the most wonderful man in the world. 

It was strange, too, because she had been in high 

school with him and had known him practically 

always and not once had suspected what a wonder- 
ful person he was. 

She and Walter had gone off to “Heaven” on 

West Oak Street. She had “settled down.” And 

then Wally came along. She still took Musical 

America and when she saw the pictures of the 

people who had been students along with her, 

some of them now great people in the world of music, her 

heart sometimes ached. And then she would brighten up. 

Walter more than made up for the fact that her music was 
limited to singing in the choir. 

As Mrs. Brooks had stood there gazing at her so admiringly 
and complimenting her on her music, a burning thought entered 
Connie’s mind. It was a thing she had done when she was 
in New York studying music. The intoxication of New York 
had carried her away; she had gone [Continued on page 112] 
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HERE IS THE FIRST OF A NEW SERIES 


Melthoarne Spurr 


ry, Aarne men are never allowed to forget that they are married and 

belong to one particular woman,” writes the author of ‘Three Weeks’ 

and ‘It.’ “Europeans are less often conscious of chains. Can it be be- 

cause American men are growing less docile, as the number of women 
increase, that there are so many divorces?” 
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OF THOUGHT PROVOKING -ARTICLES BY 


adame Elinor Clyn 


Is There 


HAT is the real difference 
W: the relationship between 

American women and men, 
and European women and men? 

That there does exist a difference 
is clear, and while I was away for 
eight weeks in Europe, I noticed it 
particularly. The first thing that 
strikes one is that no tone of au- 
thority enters the European woman’s 
voice when requesting a man to do 
anything for her, while in America it 
is often there. The point of view as 
to the value and use of men in re 
gard to women is altogether differ- 
ent in the two continents. 

But to understand all this we 
must go back a long way! When 
America was first peopled by Euro- 
peans, women were in the minority 
and were consequently much prized. 
They probably had landed meek and biddable from their thou- 
sands of years of training to mind the male. But this attitude 
of mind could not possibly continue after they began to realize 
their value as things to be fought for by countless suitors. 

At last the certainty of their own power must have seeped 
into their subconscious minds. So it would be false logic to, 
imagine that they would view men as European women do,— 
the European women being in the majority and hence obliged 
to mind their P’s and Q’s to attract at all! The. American 
women hold the place in regard to relationship with men that 
the English men hold in regard to relationship with women, 
that is, one of unquestioned supremacy. The other sex in both 
cases is obliged to yield because of numbers. 

The whole thing is subconscious and the result of conditions, 
and has nothing to do with character. The gentlest, sweetest, 
most brow-beaten. American woman, deep down in her heart 
has no doubt as to the superiority of her sex, even though she 
herself has to give way to her own male. It is doubtful whether 
deep down in her heart the most aggressive French or English 
woman really believes that she is man’s superior. 


for 


DOMIN 


BU if the question of numbers could reverse itself again, 
the American woman, after a sufficient time, would accept 
a back seat, and the English and French women would become 
men’s masters. 

Just before I sailed for Europe, I heard an American woman 
say to her husband giving him an order: 

“Charles, go into the dining room and see if the servants have 
delayed with the cocktails!” Her voice had a final and com- 
manding tone in it. 

The man went without a word or even an indignant smile. 
if an English or French wife had said that, the man would have 
replied, “Ring the bell and tell the servants yourself,” or he 
might have taken no notice at all. The wife would have had 
to word the request as a favor, “Charles, do you mind just 
seeing if the servants have delayed with the cocktails?” And 
her tone would have had to be gracious! European men, es- 


pecially in England and where the superabundance of women 
is the most marked, simply will not stand being ordered at all! 

With the caprice of human nature, all women prefer a 
masterful man to a meek one, and yet in the American nation 
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DANGER AHEAD 


American Woman/ 


they constantly act in a way that 
tends to destroy masculine author- 
ity! This attitude of mind is what 
makes the real difference between 
European and American women. 
And undoubtedly it is this that 
renders the American woman more 
successful in the conquest of man 
to begin with. But whether it 
holds the love of the male as well 
as the European attitude does, is a 
question. 

American men are never allowed 
to forget that they are married 
and belong to one _ particular 
woman. Europeans are less often 
conscious of chains. Can it be be- 
cause American men are growing 
less docile, as the number of women 
increases, that there are so many 
divorces? In the majority of cases 
the man lets the woman get the divorce as soon as she desires 
it, and gives up his children with no great protest. Can it be 
because he is tired of his bondage, and wants to be free? 


the 


EERING 


ERE are certainly hundreds of unions which would not 
have gone to pieces if Henry had remained the fascinating 
master he appeared to be at first. If he had, Lily could have 
gone on receiving the thrill of desiring to give up her own will 
to his! But a masterful American lover soon turns into the 
docile American husband—there to pay bills and give way to 
his wife’s wishes. Can this be the reason why such numbers 
of lovely American women take European admirers and lovers 
in Europe in preference to the home grown article! 

It is perfectly natural. Everything living desires to experience 
some form of exhilaration, something to make the blood run 
with fresh interest. And what thrill can there be to a woman 
in knowing beforehand that her husband will do as she asks, 
will be humdrum and subservient? Of course it is a tempta- 
tion when she goes to Europe to sample untamed and capricious 
males, whom she cannot rule, and dare not order! And what 
a temptation to American men to seek meek female creatures 
out who are grateful and tender over gifts and favors. 

And what a thrill for arrogant Englishmen, to encounter con- 
quering, self-assured American girls, lovelier and better dressed 
than any Europeans and harder of conquest! 

But the strange part is that what allures you immediately 
does not continue to excite your imagination, its charm departs 
and you return to what would be your natural taste when at 
rest. And the natural taste of the male is to be the leader and 
master even though his character hardly entitles him to lead. 

Another strange thing about the result of uneven numbers 
between the sexes here in America as viewed by the European 
eye, is the men’s protested devotion to their wives, their sub- 
servience to them and their great generosity to them, and then 
often there is a carefully concealed “other interest” in the back- 
ground, generally some insignificant little person who gives 
them the devotion that they have to give to their wives. 

So in the end the instinct for ruling will out in a man! And 
the instinct to love and be ruled will out in a woman! And just 
how these things go in a nation appears to be all a question of 
numbers—demand and supply! So there is not a soul to blame! 
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With Drawing: 
trom Life 
By AUGUST BLESER, JR. 


I; ALL came back to me tonight when I met Violet Hender- 
son after the show at which I sang. Just a musical comedy 
show with not too much refinement to it. She and the 
man she was with came around to the stage entrance to see 
me. She introduced him to me and told him that she and I 
used to be pals 

“IT even went to church with her once,” 
“Didn’t I, Madge?” 

{ tried to laugh as I admitted that she spoke the truth. 

“I wonder,” she said, “what ever became of Angel Face?” 

I did not tell her what had become of him. I have -never 
told her 

We had been together, Violet and I, for a whole year when 
I first saw Angel Face. That was Violet’s name for him. 

I met him when I was worried and unhappy. To tell the 
truth I am not the sort of girl who is easily tempted by men. 
Perhaps my father’s training had impressed me more deeply 
than I appreciated. Perhaps I had an ideal that I did not find 


Violet laughed. 


in the men who frequented the cabaret where we sang. Violet 
laughed at what she called my squeamishness. 

“Gee!” she said again and again, “I wish I had the pull with 
the boss that you have! You bet I’d make the most of the 
opportunity. And here you are, earning only your salary and 
accepting no presents from anybody. Your pride’s bound to 
have a fall, kid. and soon too. Are you forgetting all the rent 
we owe?” 


WAS not forgetting it, nor my mother’s increasing need of 

cash. My sister had been very ill during the winter. She 
must have expensive medicines and nourishing food, and the 
doctor’s bill had to be paid. I must have money to send back 
home and have it soon. 

If I wished to encourage my employer's attentions | might 
have much more money. I knew that, but I hated the idea. 

This was what Violet and I were arguing about the January 
afternoon on which we first saw the man she called Angel Face 
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“You could get a raise all right if you weren't so awfully 
proper,” Violet said. “I'm losing all patience with you, Madge. 
Sometimes when I see how you worry it makes me tired. 
There’s no need of it.” ; 

I did not reply. 

I had suddenly seen a man cross the street ahead of us. 
There was something about him that made me catch my breath. 

Violet saw him at the same instant and seized my arm. 


The Romance 
of a Girl 
Whose Feet Faltered 


on the 


ROAD of 
DESTINY 


saw the 
man she called 
Angel Face at the 
same instant and 
seized my arm. There 
was something about 
him that made me 
catch my breath. As 
he came out of Grace 
Church his eyes met 
mine. Almost with- 
out knowing it, I 
bowed and he lifted his 
hat.. He had the 
most beautiful face I 
had ever seen 


“Madge!” she exclaimed, “there’s a good-looker. See him? 
I wonder what he’s thinking about to make him wear such an 
angel face as that.” . 

“Church,” I said, for we were near Grace Church and the 
man was turning in there. I saw by a sign at the entrance 
that it was the hour of afternoon service. 

“Let’s follow him!” Violet said. “I dare you!” 

“I won't take a dare!" I said. “Come along!” 

The man was seated in a pew near the rear of the church 
and Violet and I took seats behind him. 

“TI haven't been in a joint like this in years,” Violet whispered. 

I pinched her to make her keep quiet. ‘The man in front 
of us had kneeled down for a moment. When he arose the 
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light from a stained-glass window fell full upon his face. It 
made me feel queer. It was the most beautiful face I had 
ever seen. When Violet nudged me to look I almost hated 
her. Somehow her admiration of him seemed like an insult. 
He was so different from other men, and to her a man was 
just a man 

I know it seems strange that a girl like me should have such 
ideas. I never had them about anyone before. I never expect 
to have them again. Perhaps that is why I write them down, 
although I would like to forget them. Later, when the years 
have passed, I may find it hard to believe that I was ever 
different from what I am now. Perhaps after all there is—or 
was once—a spark of good in me. I guess I put it out the 
night I parted from the only man who ever made me want 
to be good 

But to go back to that time in church. They sang hymns. 
Violet started to sing, but then she remembered that she had 
had a cold and must save her voice for her number in the show. 

But I sang. I knew the hymns from having sung in the 
church up in Hillville. The man in front of us had started to 
sing too, but as I joined in, he stopped suddenly. I saw by the 
way he looked around that he was listening to my voice. My 
finger-tips tingled queerly, but I felt that I was singing better 
than ever before and I was singing for him! 

While he knelt down again at the end of the service, Violet 
and I went out into the vestibule 


“TET’S wait a minute and pretend to be looking at these 
papers,”’ Violet said. She stopped at a smail table hold- 
ing notices and such things. “I'd like to give that fellow the 
once-over again. I dare you to speak to him when he comes 
out 
“You're doing a lot of daring!” I said. “But I'll take you 
up on that, too. Only he’s a gentleman so don't queer things 
by talking fresh to him.” 


“I won't, kid! Ill give 
you a fair field,” Violet 
promised 


The door of the vestibule 
epened and the man came 
out. As he paused to put on 
his hat and button his over- 
coat, his eyes met mine. I 
bowed almost without know- 
ing it and he lifted his hat. 

“Good afternoon!” he said 

“Good afternoon,” I re- 
plied. “My friend and I 
were just looking over these 
notices. I guess they tell 


what time church is, don’t 
they?” 
“Ves,” he answered. “Do 


you attend church here?” As 
we came out together on to 
the sidewalk I answered: 

“I don’t go to church any- 
where. We just went in this 
afternoon—well, because it’s 
cold and we thought we'd get 
warmed up there—and I like 
the music.” 


“J HEARD you sing,” he 


said. “You have an un- 
usual voice.” I bought a paper to get 
Violet giggled. “You bet my mind off the subject. 
she has! It’s her meal Myheart was beating so 
ticket.” fast I could scarcely breathe 


I felt myself flush, but I 
said nothing 
“You mean that you are a professional singer?” he asked. 
“Yes.” I acknowledged. “At least I sing for money.” 
We had been standing in front of the church all this time, but 
finally the man said 
‘May I walk a short distance with you? I am going to the 
subway. Perhaps you are going in the same direction ?”’ 


“We're headed for Fourth Avenue.”’ Violet said. 
I introduce myself? 


My name is Boynton.” 


“Mine is Madge Everett, and my friend’s name is Miss 
Henderson,” I said 

He looked at me gravely. 
Where?” 

“In a place uptown. Why do you ask?” 

“I was wondering—I was wishing.” —he began, then stopped. 

“What?” I asked. “What were you wishing?” 

“Only that some poor people I know over on the East Side 
could hear you sing as I heard you today.” 


“You say you sing for money? 


V IOLET giggled, but I gave her a warning look. We were 
waiting at the corner of Fourth Avenue for the stream of 
traffic to allow us to cross, and I spoke to her while the roar 
of cars and the tooting of automobile horns prevented the 
man’s hearing me. 

“Say, you keep still!” I commanded. 
hold your tongue! See?” 

“Oh, yes, I see all right enough;” Violet said. 

“Where are the poor people you're speaking of?” I asked, 
when we had crossed the avenue. 

“In my mission on East Tenth Street,” Boynton said. “I 
am a clergyman, you know, although I do not wear the garb 
of one.”’ 

“Oh, that accounts—” I began, then stopped. 

“For what?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” I stammered, “only I thought you looked sort of 
different from most men. So you run a church?’ 

“I have a mission, not a church,” he explained. “My sister 
and I live there. We work among the poor people in the 
neighborhood, or wherever we are needed.” 

“And it was down there you wished me to sing?” 

“Yes.” He smiled kindly, as if he were my father and I a 
little girl. “Perhaps I was presumptuous, but a voice like 
yours has great power. You could do almost anything you 
wished with it. You could give much happiness and de much 
good, you know.” 

“I will sing for your mission if you want me to,” I said 
suddenly. I had to say it. “When is it?” 

“We have services two evenings a week.” 

“Do you have one tonight?” 

“Yes, there will be a service tonight.”’ 

“What time?” 

“Eight o'clock.” 

“I'd only have to sing a couple of times, at the 
service, I suppose?” 

“Only once, if you would rather not 
sing oftener. Perhaps you would be 
willing to sing one or two hymns, if 
you know some?” 


“Whatever I say, you 


the meeting- 
I knew hymns 
tunes still, of 


“T USED to sing at 
house at home. 

then. I know the 

course.” 

“Thank you. You are very kind, 
Miss Everett. Here is the address.” 
he said and handed me a card. “My 
sister will be glad to. welcome you, 
and your friend, too.” 

Violet shook her head. “Thanks! 
My job at the cabaret keeps me up- 
town evenings.” 

“And you?” the minister asked me. 
“You said that you had an engage- 
ment to sing too, did you not? I 
must not interfere.” 

“IT don’t go on till. ten o'clock.” I 
said. “I'll show up at your place 
about eight. So long!” 

We had reached the subway and he 
lifted his hat and left us. 

I guess my name for him, ‘Angel Face, fits him 
“What are you up 
to anyway, kid? Out for adventure?” i 

“Perhaps?” I said. I did not understand thé change in 
myself. “I’m sick of the everlasting sameness of things, of 
singing the same old songs every night and dancing the same 
old dances, and grinning the same old grins, and watching 
the same old guys come in and eat [Continued on page 90) 


“Well! 
all right!” Violet said as we walked on. 


: 
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oui Angel Face said, “‘you are unhappy. I know you are. You do not 

belong in the life you are living. Go away from it before it is too late. Will you 

promise to do this for me?” I could only nod. If I had spoken then I should 

have sobbed. I wanted to put my head on his shoulder and cry as I had not 

cried since I was a little girl. His eyes seemed to be looking right down into 
my heart. Yet if he could see my heart he must know what was in it 
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y= my other worries has 


been the astounding disposition 
of the young people of America 
to be happy. This had bothered 
me for a long time. A whole 
generation of our sons and 
daughters doomed to the sizzling 
gridirons of gleeful monsters! 


JHEN Uncle Horace Brumley made his annual pil- 
grimage to the city in October, bringing as usual a 
box of pawpaws for my spiritual uplift, he seemed 

less chipper than usual 

I had always found Horace’s views of life instructive, and 
occasionally he brings in a good story from the sticks. But 
this time he didn’t “choose” to talk. He was as silent as 
the White House. I asked him if he had heard any new jokes 
and he smoked his pipe for sevefal minutes before replying. 

“The folks ain’t laughin’ much.” he said finally. “Those 
that ain't cuttin’ up are worryin’ a heap about them that is. 
Everybody's groanin’ about the young folks bein’ shiftless, but 
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orrying 


I reckon they’re an improvement on their parents. They're 
cheerfuller anyhow. I’ve got seven grandchildren, all quick 
steppers, and I’m glad they don’t go to bed after the evenin’ 
milkin’ the way I used to have to. 

“When I look round at the gloomy faces in Salt Lick Church 
every Sunday and hear'’the parson howl about sin, I thank God 
the young folks have beaten it away somewhere in their auto- 
mobiles to have a good time. They were abusin’ the young 
generation before I was high enough to reach the plow handles 
and it’s still goin’ on. This is a worryin’ world, son.” 

Here was food for thought. 

I was under contract to write a buoyant story of youth, full 
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icholson 
Who Knows Life 


© Pirie Mac-long) 


vey parent ought to worry 
about his children. Worrying is 
part of the parental job. But the 
parent should keep that worry 
to himself, not hang crape on the 
youngster. Once a boy gets the 
idea that his old man is human 
and has skidded himself at times 
he’s going to pay a little more 
attention to what the old boy says 


bout 


of young leve overcoming all obstacles and winning out in a 
shower of rice. It wouldn't come. Romance in me was as 
dead as a hard-boiled egg. Any tale I might produce would be 
sappy stuff and I knew it wouldn’t be true because on every 
hand I heard that young America was on a merry joy ride for 
the fires of the bottomless pit. I was told American youth had 
ceased to be romantic. 


OPING to change the current of my thoughts I began 
reading novels. Every book I picked up, every magazine 
story I read, was built on sex, either plain or garnished and 
perfumed. Most of them were tales of triangular affairs with 


a young girl of wondrous beauty, brilliant, fascinating and all 
that sort of thing, upsetting domestic altars and causing gentle, 
patient wives infinite torment. 

Even the most respectable newspapers that boast of printing 
only news fit to print had luxuriated in reeking columns of the 
evidence in the most revolting murder case of modern times. 
If only it had been the case of one perfect gentleman shooting 
another, who had poisoned his dog, it would have been amusing. 
But this attenuated tale was only a bore. The Bible story 
of the manner in which Jael. the wife of Heber the Kenite. 
drove a tent peg through the lordly Sisera’s head was far more 
diverting than the Snyder sash-weight {Continued on page 110} 
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How -My Story Began: 


joves KENT looked like a princess the morning she came 
into Silver Port looking for a captain to take the Cormorant, 
her father’s yacht, into San Pedro. I was looking for a way 
to get there myself, so I could go down to Matthews’s sugar 
plantation at Los Muertos and make a fortune, and I took the 
job. Had I known then that Joyce Kent was hurrying to San 
Pedro to meet Churchill, to whom she announced her engage- 
ment almost as soon as we docked, I might not have been in 
such a hurry to help them out. Certainly I should not have 
interpreted Joyce's friendliness during the trip as due to the 
fact that she knew I had fallen in love with her and was glad. 

Believing. however, that the millionaire’s daughter had de- 
liberately encouraged me, I was furious at her flirting with me 
to arouse Churchill's jealousy und interest when he came on 
board. I thought her cruel and heartless, and I decided on the 
spur of the moment to teach Joyce Kent a lesson. P 

I got my own skiff and, under cover of darkness, I kidnapped 
Joyce Kent from the yacht and headed for a Secret Island I 


knew ot, intending to give her a good scare, then take her back. 
Imagine my horror when, after our first night on the island. 
miles from the course of any ships, I found the rope which held 


our boat gnawed in two and the skiff gone 


Who had loosened it? As if in answer to my unspoken 
question there came from the jungle behind me a weird un- 


earthly scream—neither beast nor human! 
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throat. 
wildly, he rushed straight at us 


blue, shark water rolling like a level floor to the horizon, 
and that uncanny shriek sounding in my ears. 

It wasn't like any beast I'd ever heard 
of and yet it was somehow familiar. All I know is it made the 
small hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I'd never be- 
lieved in spirits, but I was close to believing in them now. 

I stared at that dank green wall of undergrowth that rose 
abruptly where the sand of the beach ceased. The matted 
vines and impenetrable vegetation looked too solid to hack your 
way through with a machete. 

The heat seemed to ooze from that mass of growth. I had 
a sense of teeming, poisonous life, of great reptiles that crawled 
among fragrant blossoms, of strange, fungoid plants that raced 
into being and then in a few swift hours rotted in decay. 

I felt pretty sick and miserable at the moment. I'd brought 
Joyce Kent here to teach her a lesson, but it was I that was 
learning the lesson, and a bitter one it was! 

The skiff was dancing crazily out to sea, with the shark fins 
between it ang me. I was marooned on my Secret Island and 
I'd marooned the girl with me. I hadn't tools or weapons. 


‘| I was, with the wide, blue sky over my head, the 


It wasn’t human! 


oyce and I, with wide terrified eyes; stared at the wild man for 
almost a minute. Then suddenly the strange savage thrust 
his handsome head forward and a strangled cry broke from his 
The next instant, with head down and arms lunging 
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I had only a hanarut of matches; and though by good luck I'd 
fetched out the canvas sack of provisions when I first stepped 
ashore, there were scarcely three days’ rations in it. After 
that where would I be? And suppose after all there were no 
water on the island? Though I'd stopped at the cove once 
before on a solitary cruise, I’d never taken the trouble to ex- 
plore the place. 

Famine and thirst were bad enough to face. In addition 
here was this Thing that shouted and mocked from the trees! 

Maybe I groaned a little, thinking of the kettle of fish I'd 
picked out for myself! Not a cargo boat, nor a fisherman’s 
yawl touched these waters, and without tools how could I make 
any craft to carry us across violent seas to safety? 

Joyce and myself—alone—perhaps for ever! Then even as 
I thought that, I had a dark, guilty thrill. She'd be mine! 
There'd be no one to take her from me. There'd be no one 
else in the whole universe! And it seemed to me that savage 
things stirred in me, simple things like hunger and love and 
fight. 

But what would she make of it? Cut off from the world, with 
me whom she hated? Alone with me after I'd brought this 


4 
& 
| | 
23 


misfortune upon her? She'd go mad if she knew the possi- 
bilities that faced us. It would be like a living death to her 

My head was whirling confusedly with a thousand different 
thoughts. At one moment I was rejoicing, and the next I 
could have cut my own throat for desperation. Along with 
that, like an undercurrent, was the mystery of this creature 
that dwelt among the trees. What manner of thing could 
it be? 

I hadn’t moved. I'd just stood very still and listened. But 
the echoes had died away, and a heavy silence had fallen. It 
was as if I were being watched, as if invisible eyes peered out 
at me through the jungle growth 

But I wasn’t going to let that frighten me. I straightened 
my shoulders and picked my way back to the shelter of the 
beach palms 

When I got there, I found the girl awake. She had lifted 
herself on one elbow, and was staring around. Had that cry 
wakened her? If so, there was no trace of fear in her eyes 

They fell on me, and a cold fury came into them. Her hand 
went up absently and touched her disordered hair. Her soft 
cheeks, browned by the sunlight, seemed to glow with color 
above the white and wrinkled linen dress she had on 

‘So I haven’t been dreaming after all!” she said in a slow, 
icy voice. “You really brought me here like this? Just when 
are you planning to take me back?” 

I couldn't tell her all the truth, but I could tell her enough. 

“My skiff’s gone! Ebb tide’s carried it away,” I said bluntly. 
‘We're marooned together here for a little while, until some 
passing steamer picks us up.” 

She rose to her feet. Some of the color had streamed from 
her face 

“But I've got to get back. You understand that. don’t you? 
I not only want to, I’ve got to!” 

“I’m sorry,” I said, “but the skiff’s gone 
I can do.” 

Those fine eyes of hers blazed 
Then at last she managed to say 


There's nothing 


She tried hard to speak. 


” HEN will a steamer pick us up? How long will I have 
to stay here like this with you?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered 

She was silent for a long moment, staring at me with many 
changing emotions. And finally she said: 

“Oh, you don’t know what you’ve done!” She covered her 
face with her hands, and a little shiver of misery went through 
her 

I paid the full price for my folly in that moment. I'd have 
given anything not to have brought unhappiness upon her, 
never to have given way to the crazy impulse to steal her 
off her father’s yacht 

“T'll do what I can,” I muttered 
I'm sorry.” 

She dropped her hands and there was a desperate scorn in 
her face 

“No use at all!” she said. “I hated you before for what you 
did, but at least you didn’t whine about it. And now I don’t 
even hate you. I don’t respect you enough with your con- 
temptible soul. Oh, if I only had the courage, I'd throw myself 
into the sea!” 

She looked lovely then with her eyes all fire, her mouth 
trembling 

“T'll do what I can,” I repeated. “I'll get some beacons 
ready, as soon as we've had a bite to eat.” 

I picked up the canvas sack of old Juan’s grub. There 
was some tough bread in it, a boiled fowl, a kind of native 
sausage, and a beaker of tepid water. Then I made a small 
fire on the sand. The sun was scorching dverhead, and the 
heat seemed to stream up into the skies like the breath of 
the sweltering land 

I went down to the cove where I'd seen some submerged 
rocks, and filled my pockets with black, salty Caribbean 
oysters, to roast in their shells over my embers. But all the 
time I was thinking of her, thinking how wonderful she was, 
and remembering the dull agony of the moment when I'd seen 
her in that young fool, Churchill's arms and the golden dreams 
I'd dreamed about winning her after I'd made my fortune on 
Matthews’s plantation 

Well, there wasn’t any plantation to dream about now 
wasn't any Churchill to hate 


“There's no use in saying 


There 
But I wasn’t feeling happy nor 
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proud. It was a devilish thing I'd done, and I'd have been 
willing to give my life itself, to get her clear and free of this 
place 

] knew that the chances were all against us, that building 
beacon fires to attract passing ships, where no ships ever passed 
was less than buying a lottery ticket and expecting to reap 
wealth with it 


’D CUT her off from her family and her friends, from all 

the world except myself. And though I loved her, I knew 
what it was I’d done. I’d have prayed to God to forgive me, if 
that had been my way 

I scattered the little oysters on the coals while the girl 
watched me. Then she said in a matter-of-fact voice which I 
didn’t expect 

“T heard you back there in the trees 
to come that way from the beach?” 

I stopped and looked at her. There was no use telling her 
what I suspected, no use frightening her. The creature that 
lurked on this Secret Island was apparently spying on us, was 
not far away even now. I mumbled something about having 
wandered in a circle, letting her think that noise in the under- 
brush had come from me and not from the Thing that was 
watching us. 

Though she said nothing more, but brooded over her own 
thoughts, she ate with a good appetite. As for me, I'd never 
been hungrier. I packed my pipe and lit it. A dozen more 
pipefuls and I'd be done with tobacco for good, unless the stuff 
grew wild here 

Then, to encourage her, but without faith myself, I set to 
work to gather piles of driftwood and arrange them so that I 
could whip up a strong fire in ten minutes whenever I chose 
But I took care not to wander out of sight of her this time. 
and my four prepared beacons were grouped closely together 

However, whatever it was that lurked on the island. did not 
trouble us during the heat. Whether it slept or merely watched, 
I didn’t know, but gradually I was lulled into a false security 
and even forgot to ponder on what it might be. 

I finished with my beacons, and then set to work to make 
a better encampment. Half of the canvas cover I fastened be- 
tween the palms, levelled the sand there and tore up any sparse 
vegetation that might harbor insect life. 

We ate again, and judging from the remains in Juan’s p-o- 
vision-sack, I decided I had only a day before foraging for 
provisions became a necessity 

I was sorry that it wasn’t my habit to carry a jack-knife. 
Fire was the only tool I had. But I decided I might be able 
to burn a stake to a point and spear some fish with it. Of 
shell-fish there was an abundance, but how long one could 
sustain life on them I wasn't chemist enough to know 

The swift, tropic twilight, unlike the northern dusk has no 
spaced interval. Darkness follows blazing light as suddenly as 
a candle is extinguished. 

I lay down, but not to sleep. Joyce Kent, her head turned 
from me, lay not ten feet away. She was very still. Presently 
I heard her slow. deep breathing and knew that she slept 

I could hear the slow. regular splash of the sea on our door- 
step of sand. The’ stars were out, and the moon was flooding 
the silent world with silver. My thoughts moved vaguely 
Little by little Joyce would learn the truth, that we were 
marooned here, the two of us, perhaps forever 


How did you happen 


EANWHILE Id do my best to show her I wanted only 

to serve her, to show her that I loved her. Perhaps 
she’d hate me for having brought this Fate upon her, but in 
the end? After all I'd be the only man in the universe for 
her, the one other living person, and she'd feel at least I was 
necessary. 

What was going to happen to us? Could we slowly and pain- 
fully put together the rudiments of civilized life? Could I 
build a house with my hands that would withstand the wind and 
torrents of the rainy season. Could we escape fever and sick- 
ness if we stayed here long? 

I stretched my muscles a little. It was something to feel 
yourself young and strong. It was something to have the 
knowledge of other men in your head. I was going to live 
a primitive life, but with a twentieth century brain to guide me 

Joyce and I, just the two of us, with no law, no communits 
to criticize the words went on in my head like a refrain 
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J oyce had lifted herself on one elbow and was staring around, but there was no trace of fear. 

As she looked at me a light of cold fury came into her eyes. “So I haven't been dreaming, she 

said in a,slow, icy voice. “You really brought me here. I've got to get back. You understand 
that, don’t you? I've got to get back.” Her fine eyes blazed at me 
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that lulled me at last into a troubled and dream tossed sleep. 
I don't know how long I slept, not more than three hours 

I'd say. But all at once I started up abruptly at the sound of 

a cry 

The moon had gone down but the starlight illumined the 

ghostly beach. Joyce was sitting up, and though I could 

scarcely make out her face, I sensed the terror in her tense body. 
“Oh, take me away!” she whispered frantically. “Do some- 


thing! I'm afraid, I’m afraid! Oh, please take me away!” 

The courage was all out of her now. She was like a helpless 
child, and she had turned to me desperately. Even in that 
instant the thought was warming to me. 

‘“What’s happened?” I demanded. 

“IT was dreaming that I was back on the yacht. And then I 
thought I saw something bend over me. A hand touched me, 
stroked my throat. I woke up! There | Continued on page 79| 
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e's coming up,” Joyce cried. I got to my 

feet and listened. The wild man was 

coming. If he gained the summit, he could hurl 

me over the cliff. Now I had Joyce's love to 

fight for and I was not afraid to match my 
strength against the savage 
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By John J. Freschi 


Formerly Justice of the 
Gourt of Special Sessions 
of York 


hould 


The Pay? 


the newspapers. It had been much like the usual 

popular murder trials where a young woman is the 
defendant, except in one striking detail. Whereas the fair 
murderer is usually able to assert, with some plausibility, that 
the victim was her betrayer, thus arousing sympathy, in this 
case the opposite was true. 

The victim was the one man in her storm-tossed life who 
had wanted to uplift her. He had loved her so unselfishly that 
he wanted to marry her in spite of her drab past. It was 
because he was trying to save her from the. man who had 
wronged her that she rewarded him with violent death. 

That was why outraged public conscience demanded ade- 
quate punishment, why the jury, closing its ears to the usual 
romantic pleas by the defense, had found her guilty of man- 
slaughter in the first degree, why the trial judge commended the 
jury for its verdict, saying it was 
a step toward decreasing the num- 
ber of murders by women. 

At last, said the newspapers, a 
woman would pay! 

When the day came for sentence, 
the judge expressed extreme regret 
at the need for severity. Then he 
sentenced the girl to prison for a 
term which means, if she behaves 
herself, she will be out in three years. 

I have a friend of practical in- 
telligence, a man who mirrors pub- 
lic opinion of the better sort. He 
is not at all bloodthirsty, and cer- 
tainly is not a woman hater. He 
was appalled at the seeming inade- 
quacy of the girl’s punishment. He 
pointed out that a day or so before, 
a man had been sent to prison for 
twenty years for merely threaten- 
ing his victim with a pistol. 


A\ “tte: newspaper murder trial had dragged its way through 


too much sex. 


“ AFTER all the talk of making 
an example of this woman,” 
he exploded, ‘what happens? Sim- 
ply another gesture of encourage- 
ment to other women to go and do 
likewise! 
‘If it had been a man the jury 
would have sent him to the chair! 
“It doesn’t seem right that the 


| Should the Woman Pay? 
PRIZE CONTEST 


What has sex to do with the law? 
Altogether too much, a lot of us think. 
Too much emotion, too much sentiment, 
That's why so many 
feminine defendants get off so lightly. 

But is there another side to the ques- 
tion? Judge Freschi thinks there is. Read 
his article. Then think over the famous 
cases in which you think women “got 
away with murder.” 

SMART Set wants to know how you feel 
on this problem and what you think 

' should be done about it. 
word letter in answer to the question 


Should the Woman Pay? 


Smart Set will give a prize of $15; for 
the second best, $10; for the third best, $5; 
and $1 for each of the next ten best. The 
editors will be judges, no letters will be re- | 
turned. Contest closes December 31,1927 


Bar of Justice. Nowadays, of the defendants arraigned in the 
Court of Special Sessions, New York, approximately one in 
every ten is a woman. In felonies and more serious crimes, 
fortunately, she plays a lesser part. 

Favorable though that ratio may seem for women, it is 
nevertheless menacing, considering that she is only in her novi- 
tiate as a lawbreaker. 


ENIENCY, however, has nothing to do with the situation. 

At the bottom of it is the sudden shifting of woman’s 
sphere from the home to the outside world, and with it the 
shelving of age-old restrictions, which protected while they 
governed. The World War enlisted her in business service. 
She earned largely, spent lavishly, and incidentally, she learned 
With it all she tasted a thrilling independence— 


extravagance. 
tasted it too suddenly to be able to keep her equilibrium. 
Another factor entered. Where 
once every girl had it ceaselessly 
a hammered into her that she must 


shun liquor as the key to woman’s 
certain downfall, today drinking by 
women is entirely conventional. In 
fact it is actually encouraged as so- 
cially “smart.” Today she finds in 
stimulants the final spur to undis- 
ciplined emotions. And _ emotion, 
broadly speaking, is the mother of 
woman's every transgression. 

Woman’s crimes are almost al- 
ways crimes of impulse. They are 
seldom mercenary or premeditated. 
When she steals it is usually because 
she has been swept off her balance 
by a sudden impulse, which has 
feminine vanity as its’ inspiration. 
And when she kills her crime can be 
traced to emotions run wild—to love, 
usually love scourged by jealousy. 

Woman differs from man in body, 
in mind, in temperament and her 
offenses are different, both in concep- 
tion and execution. This being so, to 
punish her infractions with the same 
rigorous measures devised to punish 
man, would be as unreasonable as 
holding a child to as rigid an ac- 
counting for a thoughtless offense as 
we do a man who deliberately breaks 
the law. 


For the best 250 


Courts should constantly make a 


difference between the sexes. Why 
shouldn’t a woman who commits a 
crime pay the same penalty that a man is made to pay for his?” 

Why shouldn’t she? That is a question the whole American 
public is asking. 

This country is undeniably facing the problem of an in- 
crease in feminine lawbreaking. In days gone by woman’s 
participation in crime was so negligible as to assign a practical 
monopoly to man. But gradually the balance has been chang- 


ing. Each day sees a larger proportion of women before the 


All things being equal, judicial 

mercy shades unfairly toward. the 

man who gets the longer sentence. His one year in prison is 
infinitely less in its punitive effect than the month a woman 
may spend in durance for the same offense. Consider this: 
not only is woman’s capacity for suffering from public dis- 
grace and humiliation greater than man’s, but if the man so 
determines, his punishment ends when he has served his sen- 
tence; the woman's punishment only begins when her term is 
over and she leaves the jail behind. [Continued on page 75] 
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Do You Think 
tt Strange 


to Tell You 
WOMEN 
Who Break the 
LAW 
Should Not Be 
PUNISHED 


as Severely as 
cMEN ? 


dd man's sentence ends when he has served his 
time. The woman's punishment begins when she 
leaves the jail. So,” says Judge Freschi, “in a 
more enlightened day, when the world understands 
more about feminine psychology, we will continue to 
allot to women who commit crimes penalties less 

severe than those imposed on men™ 
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W ith Drawings 
From Life 


By ‘Rar JSISLEY 


SAT on a soap box and made up my mind to fall in love. 

The box was lately from the cellar where it had held 

fishing tackle and the paraphernalia of outdoors; and I was 
lately from a dance at the country club where I had held 
eleven pairs of soft little hands with a complete lack of en- 
thusiasm. That was the reason for my present grouch. 

As I finished getting ready my fishing tackle for John Will 
Denman’s stag fishing and raising-Cain party down on the 
river I went over my dissatisfaction with myself. 

Mother was going to raise the deuce with me as soon as she 
got home from the dance I had deserted. She was a chaperon 
and had to stay but I knew she had seen me cut away. When 
she got home I knew she would ask me why, and how come, 
and she would probably point out to me many varied excel- 

lencies in many, varied girls. As if I knew why I 
didn’t fall in love! 

Fervently did I wish I could. Folks in love seemed 
to enjoy it a lot part of the time. As a kid, growing 
up, I’d expected to fall in love. Everybody did in my 
part of the South. I’d wondered, kid-fashion, what she 
was going to be like when she did come along; and 
later, when my beard began to arrive, each time I met 
a new girl I’d ask myself the silent question: “Do you 
reckon this can be the one?” ; 

And here I was getting old, pretty well toward thirty 
—and still the left-out. Most of the fellows I ran wita 
met the one-person-in-all-the-world, irrevocably and 
finally, half a dozen times a year; and I never did. 
I must admit there had been occasions when the feel 
of soft young arms about my neck and the cling of 
warm young lips to mine had made the blood pound 
through me like wine. Trouble was, there always came 
the day after when the white blinding sunshine made 
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eA ‘Romance 


of a 
Boy from ‘Dixie Land 


and a 
Girl Who Loved 
Too Well 


silly foolishness of what had seemed so plausible the night be- 
fore under the moon. 

What was this stuff called love, anyhow? Was I abnormal, 
that I couldn’t feel it? 

Did Jimmy Briggs, for instance, really mean all he said 
inevitably about whichever girl happened at that time to be 
his love-for-all-eternity? Did something that I had never felt 
make Jimmy. believe that girl was like no other one on earth? 
Did he and all the other fellows and girls really feel those emo- 
tions they talked about so much? Or did they, as I did when 
I was driven into a corner, say those things because everybody 
else did? 

The trouble was right here, in Lee Austin, I told myself 
savagely. I let girls get on my nerves. That habit of mine, for 
instance, of postponing as long as possible meeting a new girl 
who looked appealing; preferring to look at her from a dis- 
tance; reminding myself that when I'd met her the first sound 
of her voice or the sheer inanity of her first remark would strip 
away all the rose light and romance, and leave her plain, un- 
attractive girl. 


T WASN’T that I didn’t care for girls, in the abstract. I 

did! Too much! I thought of them, dreamed of them, 
longed for them. They looked unbelievably beautiful, unbe- 
lievably sweet as they danced by in some fellow’s arms, the 
soft, misty clouds of their frocks draped revealingly about their 
pretty shoulders and their slim young figures, their dark eyes 
aslant and their dewy, red young lips apart with sheer youth 
and enjoyment. It was hard to keep reminding oneself how 
flat they flopped when a fellow did meet them. 


I knew how they felt toward me. “Lee-the-Lucky” was what “Y 


they called me. They claimed that I flaunted Fertune con- 
stantly and that, womanlike, she only redoubled her favors (o 
me. They kept reminding me that I was the only child of 


two only children, each of them the last of an old and wealthy - we 


family and that I had half-a-dozen maiden great-aunts who 
openly intended leaving me their not inconsiderable earthly 
possessions. They claimed that nothing I could do went wrong. 

Thinking about that, though, didn’t help to provide an an- 
swer to the pointed inquiry Mother was going to make as to 
why didn’t I pick out a nice girl and settle down. 

“Why not?” I asked myself suddenly. 

The fault was within Lee Austin alone. I’d just finished ad- 
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I t was Ann Not bad-looking at all I discovered to 

my surprise Funny I hadn't ever really looked at her 

before- .And she didn’t pop off something inane when | 

said, “Hello,” but smiled back as if we had some gor- 
geous secret between us 
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mitting that to myself. I didn’t give any girl a fair chance. 
I'd go with her once or twice and then, because of some tiny 
thing she said, or some mere glance she gave, I'd lose interest, 
grow sick of her, stop dead. If everything that folks said was 
right, the way to fall in love with a girl, excepting always that 
‘first sight” rot, was to share pleasure with her; have with 
her memories to look back to, little secret understandings. 
Propinquity! That was the word! 


HY, the thing could be done cold-bloodedly! One could 

fall in love with any girl he chose! Merely pick her, 

make all the dates with her she'd let him, go to see her every 

night, make the momentum carry him off his feet. What a 

peach of a way out! I wondered if anybody else had had that 
hunch before. 

Better still, when Mother came in, find out the girl she really 
preferred, and deliberately make myself fall in love with that 
girl! Mother was guilelessly transparent to one who loved 
her. 

I heard Dad’s key letting them in and when Mother came 
into my room my lap was full of fishing tackle. “Mother,” I 
asked, “what do you think of the curious custom that has 
descended to us through the ages known as ‘marriage’?” 

“I wish you would marry, Lover,” she said. “You don’t 
know how much it would please your father and me to see 
you settled. We're getting old, you know.” 

I couldn't tease when Mother talked like that. 
said, “I just can’t find me a girl.” 

“Can’t find one, Lover! The woods are full of them! There’s 
Annabelle Lawrence and Florence Anderson, and that real 
pretty, sweet little Oldham girl. You know, the one all the 
boys rush so at the dances. She has such a darling little figure! 
And there’s Martha Prue Denman. Oh, Lover, of course you 
can find you a girl.” 

“The pretty Oldham girl.” I mused over Mother’s obvious 
preference! Not bad, I supposed; and then, to Mother, in 
business-like tones: “Very well, Mrs. Austin, your request has 
been filed and will receive its due attention as soon as I get 


“Honey,” I 


back from the party that John Will is having down the river.” 

“Have all the innocent fun you want, Lee. But don’t let 
that young Perry boy lose too much at poker; and be careful 
what you drink. Can I help you get up your stuff? Kiss me 
good-by when you leave in the morning.” 

Down at the river, there was alcohol, poker and fishing, in 
the order named. True, quiet-eyed John Will Denman took a 
couple of the colored hands and “ran the trot line” for channel 
cat two or three times a night; but we others labored inten- 
sively at the first two occupations until Jimmy Briggs called 
out, “Come on fellows, we're going over to the Pines to see the 
girls. Come on!” 

“We're all too drunk,” argued young Perry, not without 
reason. 

“Don’t make no difference,” refuted Jimmy. 
let John Will drive.” 

We piled into the car and the cool air, the rush of the wind 
across our faces quieted and helped to sober us. We had our- 
selves well in hand when John Will braked the car to a halt 
on the pebbled driveway in front of The Pines. 

A window went up to frame the pretty faces of Annabelle 
Lawrence and Martha Prue Denman. “Look what somebody 
left in our front yard! Florence! Jennie! Jimmy and John 
Will and Lee and lot of the fellows ‘re downstairs! You boys 
wait till we can get on some clothes!” 

Dancing was done; and many other things. 
was made! Even some by me. 


“Besides, we'll 


Also much love 


REMEMBERED pretty clearly the earlier part of the visit; 

but I had no recollection of “passing out.” I had other 
things on my mind when Florence passed around some super- 
dreadnaught blackberry wine the cook had made. As the time 
passed there grew a glorious, rose-colored haze. The music 
was playing just for me; and all the air was full of big, spark- 
ling, tender eyes and red, red lips that puckered up, teasingly 
at me. 

There never left the back of my thoughts, however, the half 
promise I had made Mother. The “pretty Oldham girl” was 
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there and I kept remembering hazily that I intended to rush her. done the night before. I had begun, so they said, by kissing 
That was the first time I had ever “let my liquor get me __ every girl in the room 


down,” and the one thing I was sure of was that most cer- I denied any knowledge of such a proceeding. 

tainly I did not like it. Full consciousness returned when I was “I didn’t think you were drunk!” Jimmy said. “Looked to 
in my bunk, back down on the river, and Jimmy and young me like you were showing good sense!” 

Perry, finding me awake at last, began to tell me what I had “I didn’t think you were drunk either, Lee,” confirmed young 


Perry. “You really didn’t show it at all. Walked perfectly 
straight; and your tongue never did get twisted. You even 
drove the car back. You mean you don’t remember any of 
it—sa-a-ay!” he stopped abruptly and looked over at Jimmy 
seriously. He, too, had a thoughtful look on his face. 

“Do you mean, Lee, that you don't remember anything 
about —well—engagements to be married?” 

From old experience with those young rascals I looked at 
them, confident of finding the tiny signs that would reveal 
unmistakably that they were kidding. But 
Perry looked as if he saw a ghost, and 
Jimmy’s smile was gone. Gone, too, was 
all of the raillery, all of the lightness. 


ze OU mean,” Jimmy said, “that you 
don’t remember anything about 


2 tb coming back into the living room and an- 

nouncing your engagement to us all?” 
) reg For the first time doubt began to assail 
Fy me. Neither of them could have kept on 
ae lying without some slip. More convincing 
ds than anything that they had said, too, was 
4 the dim, fumbling recollection of the moon 


shining across a clear-cut little face uplifted 

to mine, and the feel of young arms about 

my neck. I had gone there fully intending 
to make a dead set for “the pretty Old- 
ham girl.” Something told me I had done it 

But it never would do to let those two 
guess that they had me disturbed. ‘Sure 

I remember everything!” I lied boldly. 
| “Why the surprise?” 
| Evidently, I deceived neither of them. 

“No, Lee,” Jimmy’s awkward, low tone ad- 
mitted of no further doubt. ‘“We’re not 
kidding. We thought you knew what you 
were doing; or we'd never have kidded you 
about it.” 

I raised up in the bunk, startled. “What 
did I do, Jimmy?” I asked. “Tell me. 
Tell me!” Never in my life had I been so worried. 

“T don’t know, Lee,” Jimmy answered. “I thought you were 
all right. I was doing a whole lot o’ sweet-talkin’ on my own 
hook and you did look perfectly able to take care of yourself. 
You must have been off in the car; and you came into the 
living room where all the rest of us were down on the rugs 
shootin’ marbles. You two were swingin’ hands, like a couple 
o’ kids and you stopped the marble game to tell us she had 
just accepted you and that you wete the proudest man on 
earth. Said you would be married just as soon as you could 
persuade her to quit buying a trousseau.” 


OOD Lord!” I groaned. Jimmy was not lying. His face 
told that; and his words woke remembrances within me. 


! | A. John Will braked the My worrying about not falling in love and that resolution to 
14 car to a halt on the drive- do it must have been just under the surface, ready to spring 
“pe way in front of the Pines, a up when I “passed out” under the liquor. re 
j pretty faces of Annabelle and Jimmy rose and stood over the bunk. ee,” he said, ° 
—- . oe your honor, don’t you know to whom you announced your 
Martha. “Look what somebody 
left i 4. girls! engagement 
xT —- ft in our front yard, girls! You “On my honor, Jimmy. Who was it?” 
j ; boys wait. We'll be down im a “Gee, this is awful. I thought you knew!" Jimmy answered 
Ty; minute.” In the back of my “It was Ann Blake, Lee.” 
= thoughts was the promise I had “Ann Blake!” I repeated incredulously. “Ann Blake? Good 
made Mother. The “pretty Lord, I never spoke a dozen words to her in my life!” 


Hastily I tried to marshal a picture of her; to remember 
what she looked like. The total was of a little thing, noticeable 
neither for her silences nor for her talking too much—who 
danced enough, sang enough, knew enough border-line stories 
to get by with our crowd She was all right, I reckoned, but— 
“Ann Blake!” I repeated, “Good Lord!” 

Just in time I caught Jimmy’s [Continued on page 116| 


Oldham girl” was there and I 
kept remembering that I in- 
tended to rush her 
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Mary 
Calvert 


ODAY is the anniversary of my wedding. 
And here in my morning’s mail comes 
i long letter from Bill who writes: 

“1 look at things in the past as honestly and 
open-mindedly as possible. And I want to tell 
you once and for all that the greatest mistake 
of my life was made seven years ago. Under- 
stand, I think very likely you are happier and 
better off without me, but I shall never forget 
your steadfast goodness. It is only for the 
sake of the children that I am willing to have 
you bother with me. Otherwise I would wish 
you to forget the troublesome Bill, though he 
will never forget and never cease to love you.” 

Bill is my former husband. Seven years 
ago he asked me to divorce him, so that he could marry another 
woman with whom he said he was in love. 

Yet I do not hate him; I am not jealous; I do not hate 
the other woman. I have always tried to understand their 
point of view. I was brought up in the strictest atmosphere, 
sent to a church school, and still retain old-fashioned ideas 
and ideals of what marriage should be; yet I do not consider 
Bill vile because he loved another woman while he was still 
married to me 

Am I a freak, or a moron? 

During the months after we separated, while I was getting 
the divorce and waiting for the final decree, the thing that made 
me most unhappy was the thought of Bill’s intolerable loneli- 
ness in a city tooming house. 

Christmas came during this interval, and I could scarcely 
bear the thought of his being alone on this holiday, away from 
the children and the warm home fires. 


ILL understood that I would be unhappy about that, for 

he called me up on Christmas eve and told me that he 
had been invited to a big, gay party the next day, and would 
very resolutely not be lonely. I was glad of that. 

Oh, I am not posing as a saint, a great-hearted heroine. 

I don't love Bill; I wouldn’t want him back under any con- 
dition; he doesn’t mean any more to me, emotionally, than my 
most casual masculine acquaintance. But I see no reason why 
I should not remain friends with him, because, in many ways, 
he is a fine man. We understand each other better than most 
friends do. Marviage certainly gives one an unrivalled op- 
portunity to get acquainted. And each of us is honestly in- 
terested in the other’s happiness and prosperity. 

I shouldn't feel that I had got free from Bill if I continued 
to think about him and hate him, as some women hate’ their 
ex-husbands. That's a form of bitterness that has put ugly 
hard little lines about the mouths of several pretty women I 
know, and ugly hard little fences about their souls. They are 
not free; they are tied to memories and jealousy. But I am 
utterly, happily free from Bill. I go days without thinking of 
him, then along comes a letter, and I am reminded that I 
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A years agg my husband asked 
me to divorce him, so that he cotild 
marry another woman,” writes the dj- 
thor of this story. “Yet, I do not hate 
him, I am not jealous. I do not hate 
the other woman. I have always tried 
to understand their point of view. I 
was brought up in the strictest atmos- 


phere, sent to a church school, and still 


retain old-fashioned tdeas and tdeals of 
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Sketched from Life 
By 
LOUIS G. SCHROEDER_ 


Jf still have a friend named Bill. 
“You still love Bill!” say some 
a of my friends. 

They don’t know that I got 
over loving Bill years before he 
ever turned to another woman. 
It’s just because I do not love 
him, and realize that fact, that I 
am not jealous of the other 
woman. 

1 believe lots of other divorced couples could be friends, 
and that .is enormously important, if there are children, if 
only they would face the fact that love died long before they 
parted. 

I hate to hear a woman wail, “She stole my husband's love.” 
That is a childish plaint. I do not believe any other woman 
can take a married man from his wife, if she loves him in 
return. When one of a married pair turns for love to some- 
body besides the mate, that is proof enough, in my mind, that 
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the marriage has not been a success, that the flame 
that leaped up and swept those two together has 
flickered out, instead of settling down to a warm, 
satisfying glow. And if the flame has died for one 
it is really dead for both. Who wants a one-sided 
love? Who could enjoy trying to hold an unwilling, 
unloving mate? 

One of my best friends says, “You have no proper 
pride. I don’t see how you can ever speak to him 
again, after the way he cut up with that woman!” 

Well, each human being has his own sort of pride 
Perhaps it would hurt mine if I had ever felt that 
the other woman took Bill away from me. But I 
never have. 


SHALL never forget that lovely June evening 
when Bill told me that there was another woman 
Children’s voices came to us from the lawn; the last 
of the sunshine lighted the garden, which I could see 
from my place at the dining table. 

My mother was with us, and for days she had dis- 
cussed Bill’s moods, the curtailed amount of money 
he was giving me, his preoccupied manner. She 
was sure Bill was interested in another woman. 

“We aren’t happy together,” I said. “But there 
are the children, our home, everything. No, Bill 
wouldn’t! Bill couldn’t! We'll stick for a thousand years, 
for the sake of the children.” 

I was so sure of myself that I felt sure of Bill. It was un- 
thinkable. Bill wasn’t the type to love lightly and often. 
Above all, Bill wouldn’t want to hurt me. 

That evening the children left the table and rushed out, as 
children love to do on summer evenings, for one more game 
before bedtime, while we lingered over our dessert and coffee 
My mother presently made some bitter remark about men who 
carried on affairs with other women, and Bill said quietly, 
after a little pause: 

“Yes, there is another woman.” 

“T knew it!’ my mother said triumphantly. 

“I’ve wanted to tell Mary for months, for over a year,” Bill 
went on. He was still talking to my mother. 


I SAT there, huddled in my chair, my heart pounding madly. 
I couldn’t speak. It was like being at a play which suddenly 
develops a most surprising, breath-taking plot, a scene so poign- 
ant that it is almost unbearable. 

But it wasn’t a play. It was real life, my life, Bill’s life, 
the children’s, our home, everything suddenly touched by this 
unbelievable thing. Bill loved another woman! 

Yet even in the anguish of that moment when all the founda- 
tions of our family life began to sweep away, I could still see 
Bill’s side of it, could still feel, with a throb of pity, how dread- 
fully unhappy he must have been all those months, to have 
turned from me to someone else 
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That night, after the children were in bed and my mother 
had gone to htr room, Bill and I sat in the living room on the 
couch, and he told me everything, and wiped my tears on his 
big handkerchief, after my small one was hopelessly drenched. 
I was so glad we could be friends to each other on that tragic 
night, because we both needed comfort and courage. 

And even on that night, I did not hate the other woman, nor 
feel that she had stolen Bill from me. * 


UR love had been one of those fierce, quick-flaming bon- 

fire affairs of youth and inexperience. A swift summer 
romance, a brief, ecstatic engagement, and then marriage in a 
mood of high courage, defiance, and youthful cock-sureness. 

Of course, we hadn't known each other very long, accord- 
ing to the silly standards of the stupid world,” we said, “but 
didn't we know and understand each other better than any two 
lovers ever had since Time began? Of course, we had no 
money, but didn’t we have hope and each other, and brilliant 
prospects? Mere money wasn’t much, anyhow. Look at all 
the dull and stodgy people who had loads of it, but not enough 
sense to know how to enjoy it. Pooh! We should be infinitely 
richer on Bill's forty dollars a week. 

I can look back now, without bitterness, indeed, with a kind 
of tender pity, on the sad folly of those two pathetic young 
things, Bill and me. I know now, that like thousands of other 
quite sincere young pairs, we were both desperately in love 
with love and romance, but only very slightly acquainted with 


each other. In many ways we were the proverbial opposites. 
I soon found that I had 

married an irresponsible small 

boy of utterly Bohemian in- — <== 

stincts. And poor Bill found 


that he had married an ex- 
cellent housekeeper who had 

a deep-rooted prejudice in | 
favor of conventionality and 

a very grave sense of respon- | 
sibility. About the children we 
would have, we were in per- 
fect accord; we both thought 
six, in a big suburban home, 
would be ideal. 


~ I began to see that I 
had trusted my future to a 
boy who did not know and 
would never know, the value 
of money. Bill’s trousseau 
was quite dazzling *~ frock 
suit, evening clothes, good 
looking business suits, nice | 
accessories—but before we 
had reached New York, where 
we were to live, Bill’s purse 
was empty, and I had to cash 
some of the wedding gift 
checks to enable Bill to buy ! 
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VEN on the honeymoon | 


By Louella F. Still 


The hours we spend together are like hill tops; | 
Your absence cuts deep valleys in between. 
But only in the silence of the valleys, 
I dare to think how much the hill tops mean. | 


Up there, close to the stars, when you are near me, 
I scarcely seem to hear the things you say. 

My heart records them all and sings them to me, 
In the hours when you have to be away. 


Come soon, and let us seek another hill top. 
My heart must learn another waiting song. 
It might forget the way to fill the silence 
If you should stay away from me too long. 


so very much more prosperous than we were, would say, as I 
showed them our little home and explained that we were going 
to have a desk just here when we could afford it, or a couch 
there. “But my dear, it must be such fun to get things slowly, 
just a few at a time, and build up gradually.” I never found 
waiting for things, longing for them, any fun at all. 

But it wasn’t long before I discovered that waiting and 
longing were to be part of my life, if I depended on Bill. 
While we had been engaged he had worked like mad to earn 
extra money. He actually saved five hundred dollars, which 
seemed to me a lordly sum with which to set up housekeeping. 
But on our wedding trip he confessed that he had lent all of 
that five hundred dollars to a relative just before our mar- 
riage! “But never mind, Mary darling,” he said. “Think of 
an apartment with two real fire-places! We'll get a carpenter 
to build us some book shelves, and we'll get those Japanese 
prints framed, and by-and-by we'll get a really good baby grand 
piano, which will lend tone to the whole place.” 


HAT matter if the floors were bare, and our furniture 

mostly second-hand relics, which his mother had lent 
us? In just a year or two Bill promised we should have a 
lovely home in the country somewhere. Meanwhile we would 
be awfully happy here, rugs or no rugs. It was going to be 
simply a maddeningly sweet little home. 

Well, in a way it was. I developed into a successful cook, 
and Bill was always a charming, eager, hearty host. He was 
radiantly happy. Give him a piano so he could improvise when 
in a quiet mood, or roar out 
songs when hilarious, a few 
prints and a lot of books 
about him, and he was per- 
fectly content. 

He never cared what he 


with those he cared for, and 
could talk and roar laughter 
and quote poetry and tell the 
amusing stories he had picked 
up during the day. He had 
H a large and interesting ac- 
quaintance among. writers, 
artists, theatrical people and 
musicians. His life was in- 
teresting, his friends enter- 
| taining, his work congenial, 
and he basked in pure joy. 
He was quite foolishly pleased 
with me, praised my house- 


| 
When Vou re Away was eating, so long as he was 


keeping efforts, and brought 
his friends home in droves to 
show me off. 

Enough to make any girl 
happy, you say? Yes, except 
that it takes money to enter- 
tain, even modestly. If I 
could only have been as care- 
free as Bill was! But your 
true Bohemian is born, not 


our tickets for the last lap of 
our wedding journey. 

I think the nest-building 
instinct is stronger in women than in men. In fact, I believe 
that many girls unconsciously marry for a home rather than a 
companion. Of course, marriage should imply both blessings, 
but sometimes a woman with a passion for a lovely, tidy home 
actually comes to dislike the man who gave it to her, because 
he disturbs its calm order with his cigar ashes, scattered papers 
and other possessions, and spots up the tablecloth when he 
carves the juicy roast. 

The home-making instinct is strong in me. I confess with- 
out shame that I have the soul of a good housemaid. I adore 
dusting and making beds. I honestly enjoy running a vacuum 
cleaner and I will cheerfully work myself to the point of ex- 
haustion cultivating a rose bed or weeding the lawn. There are 
women like that. It isn't a virtue! They are born so, just as 
some women are born with a passion for bridge, or embroidery, 
or club work. 

Our little apartment was my pride and joy and despair. I 
used to want to scream when our friends, most of whom were 


made after twenty. I could 

no more help my mental 
habit of looking ahead, counting the cost, and feeling our re- 
sponsibilities and obligations, than I could help the color of my 
eyes. I can see that Bill would have been happier with a girl 
as. care-free and happy-go-lucky as himself. Goodness knows 
where they would have landed, but it would have been some 
happy, even if rather shabby port, I am sure. 


ILL’S weekly salary check was spent almost before it was 
earned. 1 had no allowance for the house. When Bill 
kissed me good-by in the morning he would hand me a bill. a 
two, five, three, or one. That was for food. He paid the rent, 
the gas, and the telephone bills. He lent as easily as he bor- 
rowed. I did not know for a year or two that he did borrow. 
He received a little legacy from a distant relative, and when I 
said that we could buy the desk and have his inlay work done, 
he confessed that he owed more than the legacy would bring. 
I can honestly say that I never spent one unnecessary cent 
in all my married life, yet there was [Continued on page 85} 
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M yrna Loy is sleepy too, but 
how can she get ready for bed when 
Marceline Day is sound aslee, 

in the suit case where Myrna ich 
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Our Favorite (0-Ed 


A soft job is Johnny Mack Brown's 
in M-G-M's new picture, “The Fair 
Co-ed.” As athletic coach all he has to 
do is tell a crew of beautiful co-eds like 
Marion Davies to do their stuff—and 
watch ‘em do it! It’s a life job so no 


others need apply 
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H ere’s one 


of the reasons 
why men come 
home occasion- 
ally. Wouldn't 
you love to 
tinkle a little 
silver bell and 
have Dorothy 


Sebastian 
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say, “At your 
service, sir? 
Ruth Harriet Louise 
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Edward Thayer Moaree 
ot so long ago you read in Smart Set about a girl who 
with Manhattan Madness. 


was 
Lovely Mae Clarke was too! She came 
She saw! She conquered! Now she has a part in “Manhattan Mary” 
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O. O. McINTYRE’S Best True Story This Month 


I Have Known «Many Instances 
of Self-Sacrificing Friendships 


But [t Was In the Great American Desert 
That I Found the True Meaning of — 


oyalty 


HAVE often thought loyalty the supreme virtue. It cov- 
| ers the entire field. Loyalty is the lodestone of all love 
worthy the name and has inspired every great deed. 

Ruth’s “Whither thou goest, I will go,” to Naomi is about 
the most beautiful passage in the Bible. 

Nearly all the woe in the world is attributable to disloyalty. 
Outside of sickness and poverty, it is directly responsible for 
all human misery. 

One of the unforgetable incidents in my life was the loyalty 
of a dog I permitted, in a moment of neglect, to be mangled 
under the wheels of a motor car. He crawled to me to be 
lifted into my arms, licked my face and died. He was loyal 
to the last gasp. His memory is ever green. 

Jack Dempsey’s faithful trainer, the silent Jerry the Greek, 
is an example of human loyalty the world knows very little 
about. In victory and defeat, he has dogged the steps of his 
master, his idol. 

Few have visited Dempsey at his home or at his training 
camps without being under the surveillance of Jerry. When 


Dempsey first lost the championship to Tunney, Jerry sat alone 
in a hotel room refusing to eat, sleep or talk for three days. 
Yet sometimes a week or so has passed without Jerry saying 
a word to his hero. He is content merely to be near him. He 
refuses salary. Whenever he requires money for his modest 
needs he asks for it. With Dempsey’s last defeat, Jerry has 
been inconsolable. 

All of which is a mere preamble to a most magnificent bit of 
loyalty which recently came under my notice. It transcends 
the human and sparks of the divine. 

En route home from the West Coast I stopped off at Tucson, 
Arizona, between trains, and drove out about twenty miles 
across the bleak desert country to a lonely shack among the 
barren foot hills. Here a former good fellow of Broadway was 
making a valiant struggle for his health. He had been caught 
in the vortex of high spending and high living for. which the 
street is famous and was paying the piper. 


FOUND him stretched out on a cot of a sleeping porch 
staring at the soft puffs of clouds lazing through the sky. 
I could not help comparing the desolation that was his to the 
world of tinsel and hurrah of which he had been a conspicuous 
part during the best years of his life. [Continued on page 89] 
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Robert S. Carr’s 
STORY 
of 
Aligh School Life 
SENSATIONAL 
Only 


Because 


Paul’s Story So Gar: 


AUL BENTON, on his sixteenth birthday, 
was a freshman in Westfield High School. 
There was nothing about that to make him fee! 
so important—but he was wearing his first long 
trousers and trying desperately to live up to 
them! He was learning to smoke, to shoot 
pool and to make hot dates. He was one of the 
“gang” of small town regular guys. 

Before his seventeenth birthday Paul’s fam- 
ily moved to the city and he was transplanted 
to East High. Paul had visited the city only 
once before with the Westfield gang and re- 
membered it as being the place where he had 
seen the most beautiful girl in the world on the 
street. She had had golden curly hair and had 
worn a pink slicker with a butterfly painted on the back of it. 

Paul found out after he came to East High that this dream 
girl of his was Doris Bulen, one of the high-hat crowd—but he 
found out too late. He had already become identified with “ 

Art Meredith’s crowd, the kind that frequented cheap dance Fla Mother,” Claire said into the phone. 
halls and made dates with the girls they met there. “I'm going to stay over at Edna's tonight. I'm 


Paul never forgot the first night he went to the Palace 5 : 
dance hall with Art. How could he? That was the night he — o's 
learned to dance! Where he ever got the nerve to approach a we ane oor. ritzie broke core 
perfectly strange girl and ask her to dance he didn’t know. He titter of laughter and white faced Claire silenced 
only knew that in some mysterious way he found himself mov- her with a frantic gesture 
ing in time to the music and another chapter in his education 
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With Drawings 
from Life 
By (7. R. CHICK ERING 


was completed to his satisfaction. 

Paul’s formal education, sup- 
posedly acquired in the class room, 
never made half as much impres- 
sion on him as the things he learned 
from the gang. In fact his chief 
interest in some class rooms was 
that Doris Bulen, his golden-haired 
girl of the pink slicker, was there, 
within speaking distance. 


AUL soon found out that a girl 

like Doris was so totally dif- 
ferent, for instance, from Fritzie 
Wenitgill, one of Art’s girls, that she 
wouldn’t even be seen with the kind 
of a boy who would take Fritzie 
out. She told Paul so in unmistak- 
ably plain English and after that 
Paul stuck closer than ever to Art’s 
crowd, who by this time accepted 
him as one of them without ques- 
tion. He went to more wild parties; 
he stayed out later; he wished 
harder than ever for a car so that 
he wouldn’t have to depend on the 
other fellows for a date. 
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neckties and snow. Paul had persistently begged for a 

machine of his own and had even deluded himself into 
regarding it as a probability; consequently the holiday fell 
rather short when he was vaguely promised, “Well, maybe you 
can use the big car after a while, when you're a little older and 
have better judgment.” 

Between Happy Watson and Art Meredith, Paul did quite a 
bit of double dating that winter. It was icy cold in Art’s road- 
ster and even Happy’s snug sedan made Paul feel like an Arctic 
explorer necking an Esquimo lass, so they did no roadside park- 
ing. Usually they went to one of the better downtown movies, 
had ice cream or sand- 
wiches afterwards, and 
took the girls straight 


Or came and went with its flurry of socks, 


gets home and starts raising Cain about something or other.” 

Paul’s jaw hardened a trifle. “I’m sorry, Fritzie, but I’m 
busy. I won’t be able to come over this afternoon.” 

“Oh, you won't? Well, all I’ve got to say is you better be 
here inside of fifteen minutes.” 

that so? ‘Spose I don’t come?” 

“You'll come, all right, because I’ve got something to tell 
you!” 

She hung up sharply. 

A little of the color drained from Paul's face. He knitted 
his brows anxiously for a moment, then essayed a light laugh 
which turned into a flat, forced grimace. Something to tell. 
Didn’t worry him a darn bit! 

He hurried nervously into the front hall and put on his 
wraps. He was trying to look unconcerned and even amused, 


home. Often they went 
to some public dancing 
place, but never to the 
Palace. Paul had 
learned to hate that 
dump. If they were in- 
vited into the house and 
the davenports proved 
satisfactory, they did 
not leave until very 
late. But if the girls 
merely smiled and twit- 
tered, “Good night, had 
a wonderful time,” 
then scampered across the 
sidewalk and up the steps 
into the house, the boys 
yawned glumly, drove off 
disappointed and were dif- 
fident about dating with 
those same girls again. 
Women, concluded Paul 
wearily, were very much the 
same. But perhaps the 
dates he was having just 
then were much the same. 
They were all girls, they all 
giggled loudly or softly, 
danced well or poorly, wore 
their best dresses and 
flaunted all the family jew- 


Eighteen Year Old 
cAuthor Who 
Thrilled America 


UCCESS has come 

to Bob Carr because 
he has written the story 
of his own Youth as he 
lived it. Asa result you 
young people see your- 
selves pictured by him 
as you are. And you 
parents here see 
your sons and 
daughters as you 


but all the while there was a 
cold, dull fear growing in 
him, a fear that had been 
present for some time, though 
never before openly recog- 
nized as a fear instead of 
merely an unpleasant pos- 
sibility. 


HISTLING blithely, 

he bent his steps to- 
wards Fritzie’s house on that 
ghastly, nerve-racking trip 
which thousands upon thou- 
sands of other boys before 
him have made. 

His felt hat was crushed 
jauntily to one side, but his 
teeth gritted as he punched 
the Wentgill door-bell. Crazed 
with impatience he wrenched 
the knob and stepped inside. 
Fritzie, in a slinky velvet 
dress, met him in the front 
hall. She moved towards 
him with eager arms but he 
shrank quickly back. 

“What didja wanta tell 
me?” he asked hoarsely, eye- 

ing her fearfully up and 
down. 


elry at once. 


HIS necking process 

varied widely with the 
girls. With the aid of a few 
well-timed slaps Paul learned 
to shift his emotional gears 
quickly from one night to 
another. The vast majority 
of the free-dating, white, 
high school girls necked 
mildly on the defensive up 
to a certain point, at which 
point their gentleman friend 
of the evening experienced 
a sensation much the same 
as encountering a tightly- 
stretched clothes-line while a 


have never before seen them. This 
amazing cross-section of high 
school life holds the mirror up to 
nature and shows conditions, not 
as they were twenty-five years ago, 
but as they are right now as known 
to this boy who ts just out of high 
school. The success of his story lies 
in the truth of what Bob Carr tells 
and in the power of its telling. 


sprinting across the back 
yard in the dark. 

Paul sat on the davenport 
in the front room at home studying. These afternoons when 
he came home to an empty house were not very pleasant for 
the boy. Sometimes he studied his lessons that he might be 
free in the evening, or, more often, he lay on his bed in his 
room and caught up on sleep lost on previous evenings. 

The telephone sang shrilly out through the hollow ‘rooms. 
Paul started, then arose to answer. It was Fritzie. 

“That you Snookums? Come on over, I’m lonesome. There’s 
nobody here but me.” 

“But I was studyin’.” 

“The deuce with your studying! You can do that some 
other time. Come on over, before that cock-eyed papa of mine 
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She smiled an enig- 
matical little red smile. 
“Kiss me first,” she de- 
manded, pursing up her 
tempting lips. 

“No!” Paul yelled. 
“Tell me—is anything 
wrong ?”’ His voice broke; 
his knees trembled; his 
eyes became terrible 
bright pin-points of ter- 
ror. 

Fritzie laughed quietly. 
“Don’t get so excited, 
Snookums. Here, give 
me your hat and coat. 
Come in and sit 
down where we can 
talk.” 

She took hold of 
both his wrists and 
She covered his protesting lips 


pulled him down beside her. 

with her plentiful kisses. 
Fritzie Wentgill was strangely the same as jazz music. 

paralyzed every piece of logical thinking machinery in 


She 
Paul’s 
brain. As soon as she was out of his sight he halfway hated 
her for making him hate himself, but with her soft clingin 
arms twined about him and her lips calling for kisses, he coal 
her—he called it love—with an intensity that banished every- 
thing else in the world for the time being. 

His head began to swim; his heart pounded. He was 
in a happy delirium, kissing her pouting red lips again and 
again. 
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Frese took hold of Paul's wrists and pulled him to her. To Paul this girl 

was strangely the same as jazz music. She paralyzed every chance for log- 

ical thinking. As soon as she was out of his sight he half-way hated her a 

making him hate himself. But when she was clinging to him he loved her 
with an intensity that banished everything else in the world 
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“But I have got something to tell you, Snookums, something 
nice,” she said. “I got a letter from my cousin today. She 
said she had a new man and he’s got a dandy cottage over at 
the lake. They’re going to be over there for a few days, start- 
ing today, and she said if I could get a boy I liked real awful 
much, for me to bring him over.” 

Paul was not thinking clearly. “Well?” 

ELL?” she said. “You and I are going over; that’s 
what. You get your machine ionight and come for me.” 

“But Fritzie——” 

“And listen, Snookums, you know there’s hardly any people 


over there at the lake this time of the year, and there'll just 
be us four.” 
“But how’ll we work it? 
“Oh, any old thing. That’s what I tell mine. 
to be going to a sorority spread up at the Tau Gamma Delta 
house, or something like that.” 


What’ll I tell my folks?” 
I’m supposed 


Paul was thinking of it. The idea of such an affair was 
tremendously enticing, and with Fritzie so close and insinuat- 
ing, he was hardly himself. 

“But the machine! My folks don’t let me drive it,” he said. 

“You know how to drive it, don’t you?” 

“Yeah! I know how and you know I do.” 
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Well, then— she said, and there was a challenge in her voice. 
“Well then what?” 


‘Ww , take it,.you dumb dodo! You haven’t gone and 
joined the Boy Scouts lately, have you? You didn’t 
use to be so dense.” 

“You mean steal the bus outa the garage?” 


“Of course!” 

“Oh, Fritzie,” he said. “I couldn’t do that!” 

She arose swiftly, crossed to the other side of the room and 
stood at the window with her back turned. 

Paul sat for a moment with a conflicting mass of thoughts 


One of you two girls was doing the 
talking,” Mr. Billings said. “Shall I 
give you both zero?” Doris picked up 
her paper and started to get up. Paul 
leaped to his feet dramatically. “I was 
doin’ that talkin’! he cried. He flashed 
a silencing look at wide-eyed Doris and 
stalked stiffilyadown the aisle to the 
waste bask@e ripped his examination 

swept out of the room 


Then he got up and went to her. 
She pretended to cry. 


leaping about in his brain. 
“What's the matter, kid?” 
“Go ’way! You don’t love me!” 
“I do love you, kid, but gosh!” 
“You do not love me! If you did you'd get that old 
machine in a minute!” 
“But Fritzie, I can’t.” 
“Art Meredith could.” 
“What ?” 
“Art Meredith would burn up the roads between here and 
the lake for a date with me and so would fifty other fellows I 
could name. And I go ahead and [Continued on page 105] 
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tAs Told to 


by the new 
standards of women, 
men have failed miser- 
ably, not only as lovers, 
but as men. They have 
been unable to measure 
up to the qualifications 
set by women of today” 


EN are a failure at love. 

What is more, you women 

know it. As a result every- 
thing today is a frightful muddle. It is 
a terrible age to be living in—worse 
for men, I think, than for women. 

Men today present a more pathetic spectacle than at any 
period in the world’s history. They know a great deal is 
wrong. Their safe, comfortable men’s world has been turned 
topsy-turvy, and they have no idea of how to go about adjust- 
ing themselves to the new state of affairs. You women have 
completely upset their equilibrium, leaving them bewildered 
and unhappy. And you are unhappy along with them. 

It is difficult, of course, to draw a strict dividing line be- 
tween the sexes. One cannot honesily say “men are this; 
women are that.” We are all human beings first, men and 
women afterwards. Yet, in a discussion of this sort, it is 
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This Distinguished Aoovelist Says 
the Trouble Today 
Between the Is Because 


Ou Men 


Have 


almost impossible to avoid generalizations. 
You women started most of the present 
trouble when you decreed that matrimony no 
longer endowed men with haloes. The 
matrimonial halo was a great boon to men. 
It mitigated their faults and emphasized their 
virtues. It made them gods in the eyes of 
women. Without it they are at a loss. 


IDAY, instead of being gods to women, 
they are failures. They have failed 
tragically as lovers, and, what is still more 
tragic, you women are bitterly aware of 
their inadequacy. In various ways you are 
voicing your protest. Many of you are going 
in for careers, searching for a happiness you 
will never find, for no career can take the 
place in a woman’s life of a satisfying love. 
As a whole, men have not realized the ex- 
tent to which they have failed. They do not 
realize that much more is expected of them 
since you women so ruthlessly removed the 
halo from matrimony, revealing pygmies in- 
stead of gods. What has actually happened, 
of course, is that women’s attitude toward 
marriage has undergone a complete transformation, while the 
attitude of men has remained the same. Looking at a man no 
longer through eyes dazzled by the matrimonial halo, a woman 
sees him as an individual, instead of as a husband to whom all 
things are to be forgiven. 

It is in this situation that men find themselves today. 
Judged by the new standards of women, they have failed 
miserably, not only as lovers, but as men. They have been 
unable to measure up to the qualifications set by the exacting, 
clear-seeing and clear-thinking women of today. It is not 
strange that men are finding themselves at a loss. They don’t 
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know what to make of this new attitude that expects and demands so much. 

Once it was enough to be a man, but, now, a man, if he is to be at all suc- 
cessful with women, must be an entertaining companion, an intelligent and under- 
standing friend and a satisfactory lover. It is no wonder the poor men are dazed. 
They fail before they start. It is the unusual man today who can hold a woman. 
The task of measuring up to the qualifications is too much for most of them. They 
are not used to winning and holding women on their personal merits. Conse- 
quently, they lose them. And, it is because of this tragic failure of men in what 
should be the most important thing in their lives, that women are forced to turn 
away from them and search for happiness in careers. 

Before this changed attitude came about on the part of women, marriage was 
their ultimate goal. When a man appeared on the horizon, a woman regarded him, 
not as an individual, but as the means to marriage. Marriage was an end in 
itself, and, having married, the woman was resigned. Her life was safely charted. 
She was married! She spent no time on the analysis of either her own or her 
husband’s emotions. She was married! That was sufficient. Perhaps there were 
things about her husband she disliked. But whatever they were she refused to 
recognize them consciously. They were submerged in the unconscious. 


Bu during the last decade a definite breaking off of the old conventional 
acceptance of marriage on the part of women has occurred. The modern 
woman refuses to accept marriage as an institution, the traditions of which she 
has no right to question. The woman which the last decade has developed is more 
intelligent, or at least, she uses her intelligence more, than her predecessors. She 
is mentally both inquiring and acquiring. She regards her emotions and every- 
ones’ else, as well, objectively. She spends hours dissecting and analyzing them. 
She brings her analysis to bear upon both marriage and her husband. Mar- 
riage as an institution fails to intrigue her. She looks at her husband and questions 
whether or not he engages her interest. Her attitude toward marriage being what 
it is, her husband is divested of the matrimonial halo, which during the centuries 
made gods of so many half-man. Her husband has no particular glamour for her, 
just because she happens to be wearing a platinum wedding ring thal, in accordance 
with tradition, coupled with the modern vogue for platinum, he bestowed upon her. 
She looks at him as a man, not as a god, and when she has finished her 
critical survey of the creature she has not only seen and admitted to herself his 
many idiosyncrasies, but what is fatal to the man’s [Continued on page 78) 
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hile women have been 
changing, taking away the 
traditional halo from mar- 
riage, raising the personal 
standards of what they de- 
mand from men, the men 
have remained stationary, 
making no effort to under- 
stand or meet the change” 


| 
A 
OVeTS 
Fa 
0 
Courtesy 
First Nationa “Bag 
q 
A 
4 


oman 


Which Was the Real Me? 
The Innocent Gir/ of the (Convent 


Love? 
Or the Star of the ocreen 


Seeking eAdulation? 


DO not know English so well, for I am 
from a foreign land, but I will do the 
best I can with your beautiful lan- 
guage. For I must set down the strange 
thing that happened to me since I came 
here, the true romance, truer than any I have 
ever acted. Already you know I am an ac- 
tress. It is in the movies, so I must be care- 
ful you can’t guess who Iam. My manager 
wouldn’t like that. It is for this reason. 
When people see me in the movies they 


ask: 

“Where did she learn to kiss like that? 
Where did she learn with her hands to caress 
so? Is she a vampire, too learned in men? 
But then again, her face so innocent, her 
round eyes so childlike, the face of a young 
girl? Surely she is sweet and good! Which 
woman is she?” 

I was convent-bred in one of the capitals 
of Europe. A convent is cool and quiet. It 
is a garden. One may dream there, watching 
the clouds or gathering flowers. One makes 
reveries and it is all so simple. One loves 
the bells and the chanting and the silent 
sisters. One even gets to love the early 
rising and the doing everything by the clock, 
every day the same. 

But I did not dream the dreams that the 
sisters taught me. In the closed garden of 
my girlhood I dreamed of love. I dreamed 
of my knight, who was strong and gentle, 
who loved me with the deep love, and who 
brought me peace and strength. We walked 
in gardens, where there were waters, and the 


I, the closed garden of 

my girlhood I dreamed of 

love. I dreamed of my 

knight, who loved me with 
a deep love 
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With Drawings 
from Life 
By HARVE STEIN 


sound that leaves make in the wind, and we were as far away 
from all things as the heart of a desert. To be with each other 
always was the dream within the dream. 
Sometimes for hours, in the night, I lay spellbound by the 
wonder of it, longing body and soul that he might 
tiptoe in, gather me up, climb the walls, set me on his 
horse, where, clinging, we clattered out of the city 
to a strange country and were happy ever after. 
And the strange thing was that I was so happy with 
him through the simple things: because we ate break- 
fast together with strawberries and cream, or because 
we walked in the woods, or sat holding hands. 
So I dreamed,.and then it was otherwise. So soon 
as I got out, like so many convent-bred girls, like 
Sarah Bernhardt, everything that was unknown to my 
childhood blew me like a whirlwind. Men, men, men, 
and wine and song. I did not go back to my father 
in the country. No, I met my young cousin, Albert, 
who was an actor and he was dazzled with me. “Stay 
a week,” he implored. 


N THAT week, life opened to me. At first I 

blushed and shrank to myself when I met men and 
they looked at me as if I were not just a person, but 
a woman and a pleasure. 

Albert’s sister soon had me in chic clothes, my hair 
done up, high heels and rouge, and then there was 
champagne, and music, and men, and dancing in the 
cabaret, and suddenly I was ng more a girl. Oh, how 
delicious to be se madly alive. Yes, to be so precious. 
Like something high-priced. 

But Always something in me held me back, the gar- 
den of my girlhood and the dream in that garden, and 
always I played with men, was prankish, but so far 
and no farther. And thus I was a tantalizer, too, and 


S. I dreamed, and then it was 

otherwise. Life opened for me— 

the movies. Now you can see 

why the mad years are in my face 

at times and at others the garden 
and the dreams 
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The Breathless, 


the men were like so many bees buzzing at me all the time. 

It came natural then that when Carl Z—, the movie director, 
met me, he should fall and take me in the movies. Thus it was. 

But now you can see why I look one time like a woman of 
the world and another like a child. The mad years are in my 
face at one time, and at others the garden and the dream. You 
see first the world and then the convent succeeding each other 
like shifting scenes. 

Since now you can understand the meaning, I will tell my 
true romance. Already it is part written, for on the train from 
Los Angeles to New York, I was so heartbroken I had to put 
it down, and I cannot write it better any other way. So here 
it is: 


IS is the California Limited, in my stateroom. I have 
such a frenzy of fear and remorse, that I must tell it all, 
if even to some pieces of paper. For Roy may be dying, may 
be dead before I get to New York. He may be dead now, so 
that when I get to him he will lie there, gone, so that never 
may his arms be around me again or I hear his voice or his 
eyes look into mine. That I shouldn’t ever again hear him say 
“TI love you,” and that it is because of me, my selfishness, my 
ambitions, my greediness with the public. 

Oh, that I should have struck down the beautiful wonder of 
my life; that I have hurt you, my darling, maybe mortally and 
forever. Can I forgive myself even if he lives? For now that 
it is too late, I am yours, Roy, and shall surely follow you if 
you die. 

It seems to me that the monotony of the song of the wheels 
will drive me mad. They turn and turn, so slowly; the desert 
is endless; the sand sifts into the room; I am parched. And I 
do not dare step out into the train. I should weep out or faint 
if anyone talked to me. Today, tonight, tomorrow, the next 
night, the next day, and still another; and only telegrams from 
the hospital, “Condition serious, asks for you.” 

Why for me? Must he be forgiven, as well as I? Has he done 
something he must tell me before dying? Is he pledged to this 
woman for whom he fought? The thought makes me ache 
with jealousy and fear, that his lips, pledged to mine, have 
kissed another woman’s. Ah, and those are thoughts I dare 
not think. 

I am coming, Roy. Perhaps you do not know it in your 
delirium and pain. But I am coming. And oh, live till I am 
beside you. Keep just a shred alive, and I will drag you back 
from death. My love is stronger, stronger than death. Wait 
for me, my darling. 

But oh, I ramble on, and but make myself wild with im- 
patience and anxiety. Instead I must spend the long hours in 
laying it all before me, easing my heart of my burden of guilt, 
and seeing how it happened. Who was to blame? Why was 
it so? 

The first wild moment, in silver, and full of stars and the 
sea! It was my first trip to America. By accident I left Eng- 
land the day before war was declared with Germany. I was 
on the Mauretania, and the second day out, came the news. 
That night a great moon came up. I wanted to be alone with 
the sea, to dream, dream of the great nations and the great 
bursting of the war. I wanted to stand looking back from the 
ship to ancient Europe. So I stole out to the stern of the 
ship, right over the propellers. I leaned against the rail and 
watched the great white wake of foam behind us with the moon 
swinging far above to the right. 

Then I was aware that a young man was beside me, also gaz- 
ing out. We said nothing. We were too alone, each of us, 
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dreaming of Europe. Then, sud- 
denly, the ship swerved from her 
course. There was news that Ger- 
man cruisers were chasing us. As 
it raced with incredible speed, there 
was enchantment, for the moon hung over the wake, which 
churned into silver. 

It was midsummer madness, and fate. For the young man 
and I, spontaneous, saying no word, turned to each other’s 
embrace, and kissed and kissed. Alone, at the end of the ship, 
in war, with a moon and a sea! 

And a strange peace came over me. It was suddenly the 
peace of deep night in the little convent bed, a moon outside 
the window, and he had tiptoed in. Then we were galloping 
to a strange country. For sometimes the presence of another 
person, his lips, his arms, his way of love, is enough. One 
knows. So I knew. 

And then, suddenly, blindly, coming back to my senses, I 
said good night and slipped away. And all that night I lay 
like a young girl again, enraptured, murmuring, “I have found 
him; we have found each other.” I remembered but a moon- 
lighted glimpse of him: true blue eyes, firm full lips, chestnut 
hair, tall, strong, clean, fine. But even so I should recognize 
him. When morning came, I should be up early and watch 
for him. 

I did not find him. Ah, what a strange fate has driven us, 
still drives us? It was not to be believed at the time, but I 
searched and searched and did not find him. He was nowhere. 
I had had a divine glimpse of the truth of my life, my dream- 
lover; his arms had been about me, his lips kissing me, and then 
he was gone. ‘Come, without name, without a word of speech, 
and vanished. I wept and felt a breaking in my heart. 


UT no sooner did I reach New York, I had to go back and 

help in the war. Time passed, and it seemed finally as if 
that night had been merely a part of my girlhood dream. Per- 
haps it had not happened. Perhaps I was actually asleep against 
the rail. In my busy life, amongst all the agony and tragedy, 
there was no time to dream. Only once and again, in quietness, 
under a tree, beside a water, and I would remember the Maure- 
tania, the ship swerving, the two of us leaping together, arms 
and lips. 

When next I came here it was by contract, and I was destined 
to Hollywood. But I stopped in New York. Some friends of 
mine took me down te the Brevoort in the basement; and we 
had jolly fun. I noticed then the young man sitting beside 
me. He was tall and strong, with true blue eyes, firm full lips 
and chestnut hair. He looked at me strangely. He was vaguely 
familiar, disturbing. A prickle went up and down my back. 
Where had we met? He was a stranger, but he seemed already 
to mean too much to me. We stared at each other. Then he 
looked quite pale, frightened, and whispered: 

“Shall we leave here and take a ride?” 

“Yes,” I said, “we shall.” 

First I excused myself, then he. There was a relic beside 
the curb, an old Victoria carriage, with a coachman. We got 
in. It ambled up Fifth Avenue, [Continued on page 100] 
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denly, blindly, 
coming back to my 
senses, I said good 
night and ee 
away. And all 
that night I lay 
like a young girl 
again, enraptured 
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I have found him; 
we have found each 
other,” I thought as 
I remembered just 
a moon-lighted 
glimpse of him: 
true blue eyes, firm 
full lips, and chest- 

nut hair 
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The idea that 
a fat lady must 
cover herself all 
up is just an- 
other of those 
notions! When 
you're as fat as 
I am, why try 
to camouflage? 


but just plain fat! When I married, ten years ago, I was 

sixteen and weighed around one hundred twenty. Now, I 
have more than doubled that. There are almost ten pounds of 
me for every year I have lived. Figure that up! 

“Why, she must be a mountain!” you say. Yes, I am, but 
am I down-hearted? No! 

I don’t like to be so fat. . I’d much rather be thin, it’s so 
much more fashionable. There was even a time when I thought 
that I'd rather be dead than be so fat, but I’ve since decided 
that it’s much more fun to be alive, even if fat. 

I began to take on weight right after Junior was born. He’s 
nine, now. Over-eating was the beginning of it, no doubt, for 
everybody knows that a mother with a little baby to take care 
of is usually ravenously hungry and has a tendency to eat too 
much. 

So preoccupied was I, with my baby and my housekeeping, 
that I had little time left in which to worry about myself. 
Junior was always kept spotless, and if there was a house 
anywhere in town that came nearer to perfect tidiness than 
mine did, I'd like to have seen it. 

Charles was preoccupied, too. Like all salesmen when they 
launch a new article, he had to get his territory established; 
then he began working up a larger territory. A comfortable 
home and plenty of the sort of food he liked were his only 
needs, during that time. If he noticed or cared that his wife 
was getting so fat, then he never mentioned it. He appeared 
perfectly satisfied. 

But at last he got the territory where he wanted it, and his 
work became a matter of routine. He had time in which to re- 
lax, time for other things besides work and mere living, and 
time for play. And then, as the saying goes, “The fun began.” 
It was not fun for me, though. It was just heartache and 
sheer misery. 


] AM a fat woman. Not “merely plump,” or “quite stout,” 


old 
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One Who 
cAnd Flow 


I didn’t see it coming. There were no warning signs that 
I could notice. It just came with a bang! 

One morning, over our substantial breakfast of hot cakes, 
with honey, sausages and rich brown coffee, Charles asked me 
if I would mind going with him to a dance that night. 

“The Associated Salesmen are giving a party, and I’ve turned 
down so many of their stunts that I’m afraid it would be poor 
business policy to refuse them again. So I thought we could 
just run over for a little while,’ Charles said. 

The idea of Charles expecting me to go to a dance seemed 
ridiculous to me. I almost had to laugh at that picture of my- 
self, but I managed to keep my face straight. 

“Why, dear, you know I have no clothes to wear to that 
sort of function, and it would be next to impossible for me 
to get anything ready-made, on account of my size. I'd have 
to get someone to make me a dress, and that takes time.” I said. 


I don’t like to be 
so fat. I'd much 
rather be thin, it's 
so much more 
fashionable. There 
was even a time 
when I thought that 
I'd rather be dead 
than be so fat, but 
I've since deci 
that it’s much 
more fun to be 
alive, even if fat 
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I am a fat woman. Not “merely plump,” or “quite stout,” 


but just plain fat! How hard I have tried to r 


is nothing that was ever invented or advertised that I haven't 
tried! I've tried them all, both separately and all together 


“Well, I never thought of that. I just thought it would be a 
change for us, we’ve stayed home so much,” he said. 

“But I’d have nobody to leave Junior with. And besides, 
Charles, can you imagine a person of my size doing these new- 
_fangled dances? You know I’m far too heavy to dance.” 

I saw Charles sizing me up from across the breakfast nook 
beside Junior. I completely filled my side of the nook. 


o ELL, that’s so. You are fat. But you used to be light 
on your feet,” he said. 

Then he went away. But at noon he called me up, and 
asked if I’d mind much if he ran over to the party by himself 
for a little while. The men kept coming in and urging him 
to go and he feared it would be quite a task to get away from 
them. I told him to go on. ; 

I thought no more about it until late that afternoon, when 
I happened to remember that this was the last day of grace 
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ou fat women, did you 
ever stop to think that 
it might not be your fat, 
but your lack of pep, that 
is driving your husbands 
away from you? Your 
tears, your infernal reduc- 
ing, your inability to be a 
good mixer, maybe just your 
dull stupidity? Reduce if 
you can. I think every- 
body should try, but if you 
can't, then try my way. 
You won't lose anything by 
it. And you might win 

as I have done 


on an insurance premium that was 
due, and that I had no money nor 
check with which to pay it. I dressed 
myself and Junior hurriedly, and has- 
tened down to Charles’s office. 


That premium never was paid 
and we lost the policy! All be- 
cause of the lady who sat in Charles’s 
‘ear, parked in front of his office. She 
was a lovely, alluring lady. Be- 
tween her red, red lips she held a 
cigarette, which Charles was attempt- 
ing to light for her. He did it clum- 
sily, for the match flared up and 
scorched the tips of her eyelashes. 

“Oh, Mother,” Junior said, “who is that pretty lady?” I 
dragged him around the corner. 

“We mustn’t speak to daddy now,” I said. “He’s busy.” 

My voice broke in a sob. We went on home and that night 
was not the only sleepless night I spent during the months that 
followed. 

Charles never asked me to go out with him again. Yet, at 
least two or three times a week, he was away from home until 
late at night. He didn’t even bother to lie about where he 
went—he just went. He would even tell me about the patty 
if I asked, though perhaps he didn’t tell me everything. He 
was looking younger every minute, and he had always been a 
handsome chap. 

Finally, he took to ignoring me altogether. He came home 
only when he wanted clean clothes or something to eat. 

Oh, how heartsick I was! Charles always out at night, and 
Junior was at school all day! How [Continued on page 88] 
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With Drawings 
from Life 
By HARLEY EXXN IS 


STIVERS 


man who sat so forlornly alone among 

the gay party that had been at Aunt 
Etta’s nearly the whole week before Mary 
Lou’s wedding. He looked exactly the 
way I felt, only of course, being one of 
the family, as you might say, I could 
manage to sneak out any time I chose. 
This young man had just come, though. 
Most likely he was Gren Howard, the 
third usher, the poverty stricken one that 
I'd heard Mary Lou say couldn’t come 
until the last minute on account of that 
stupid job he'd taken! 
Anyhow, we looked at each other, and 
he must have seen how sympathetic I 
felt toward him, for he half smiled. Of 
course it was my duty to smile back, and I wondered ail at 
once if the family knew he was there, and if he’d been properly 
welcomed. 
I was sure he hadn’t been there to dinner, and right after 
dinner Aunt Etta and Mary Lou had had to go upstairs for a 
session with the dressmaker. 
Uncle Joe wouldn’t be out until the last train, so if none of 
them had greeted this new comer, plainly it was my duty to 
do so. I sat a moment longer, uncertain what to do, when 
another young man suddenly entered from the other end of the 
long living room, a quite handsome, lively young man. Every- 
one rushed boisterously to speak to him, and the plain young 
man and I were practically alone on opposite sides of our end 
of the room. 
There really was nothing else to do then, me being one of 
the family, even if only a sort of a step- 
member, so I arose quickly and went 
over to him while the crowd was out of 
the way. 


| FELT terribly sorry for the young 


“WE COULD get out at this west 
door and sit on the pier awhile, if 
you like,” I said to him hurriedly under 
cover of the noise. 

“Fine!” he answered, and we slipped 
out just as the rest scattered back to their 
places with the handsome new comer in 
their midst. 

The pier was only about two hundred 
feet from the cottage. Aunt Etta was 
having the wedding at the lake because 
it could be done informally there, and & 
therefore more cheaply. ® 

I hurried the strange young man out > 
to the end of the pier before I said any 


more, for I knew if Aunt Etta and Mary I : 
Lou saw us going they would try to hurried the young man out to the pier for I knew they would try to rescue 
rescue him from me. several boats. “We might sit in one of those,” I said. Without a werdhe 
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retend 


him from me. The moon was up and we could see 
jumped into a boat and held up his arms to me 


The moon was up and we could see several boats. 

“We might sit in one of those,” I said. I was thinking how 
plainly we'd be seen from the cottage if we sat on the pier. 

“Fine!” the young man said again, and without another word 
he jumped into one of the boats and held up his arms to me, 
and there we were, sitting together most intimately and hidden 
completely from the rest of the world. 


E DIDN'T seem disturbed, however, but looked about him 

and settled his elbows comfortably on his knees. Every- 
thing was plainly visible in the bright moonlight, and I could 
see that he had a very nice mouth, even if he was so plain. 
I always notice mouths, as some people notice eyes. It seems 
to me ihey are more revealing. Eyes can be controlled to a 
great exient, but mouths can’t. They are terribly telltale. 

I felt I must say something, though, since I had brought him 
out here, and not just sit looking at his nice mouth. I sat up 
straighter and took a good breath. I wasn’t used to talking to 
young men. Aunt Etta had always said that I was too young, 
although I knew that what she was thinking about was getting 
Mary Lou married off, and she didn’t want any competition, 
even from a mouse like me. 

“You're the third usher, aren’t you?” I said, by way of 
starting a conversation. 
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He looked up and smiled, quite ready to be pleasant to me. 

“Well, now, I can’t just say, as I haven’t been given my 
number yet!” 

His mouth was nicer than ever when he smiled, and I felt 
a sudden little quiver of gladness inside me. Everyone who 
came to Aunt Etta’s usually knew my standing too well to 
bother about being friendly with me. It just wasn’t necessary. 


A then as I was about to say something else bright and 
chatty, it occurred to me that if this young man knew 
who I was and how little I mattered here, perhaps he wouldn’t 
trouble to be so friendly, either, though he was quite plain and 
ever so poverty stricken. 


It was an unfortunate thought, for it made me forget the 
bright remark I had been going to make. 

The young man was speaking by this time, though. 

“T hope,” he said, “that if I am to be the third usher, you are 
going to be the third bridesmaid!” 

It would have been fun to play up to that remark, but I 
knew it would be only a very short time until he found out 
who I was, so I'd just as well creep back into my mouse’s skin. 

“No,” I said. “I’m not going to be a bridesmaid. Mary Lou 
wondered a little if people would think she ought to have 
me, but Aunt Etta decided they wouldn’t, because nearly every- 
one invited knows my standing anyhow.” 

“Your standing?” 
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I lay back in my chair weak and a 
little bit sick, but happier thanIcould 
ever remember being. For hadn't 
his eyes told me that I had not 
dreamed those kisses after all? And 
wasn't the storm increasing out- 
side so that we might have to be 
there together for hours yet? 


quite sympathetic when he spoke again. 

“Then why live with Aunt Etta?” 

I looked about quickly and then leaned 
a little toward him. 

“After the twenty-fifth of next month 
I’m not going to!” I said. 

“Fine!” he said, as if it were really some- 
thing that mattered to him. “But why 
wait until the twenty-fifth of next month?” 

“Tl be eighteen on that day, and daddy 
only said—” 

I stopped, for even to this nice young 
man it seemed hard to talk about my dad. 
No one seemed to realize that he was just 
as alive to me as he had ever been! 


ID your daddy leave you with Aunt 
Etta?” the young man asked gently. 
“He left.-me with Uncle Joe. He had 
never seen Aunt Etta. But he only said 
‘until I was eighteen.’ He made me prom- 
ise that, or I’d have gone out to see the 
world long ago!” 
“To see the world?” 
I looked closely to see if he was laugh- 
ing again, but he wasn’t. 
“Yes, to see the world, and then to help 
Pop Caswell operate the pineapple planta- 
tion. ” 


“The pineapple plantation?” 

“Yes, in Hawaii. It’s where daddy and 
I lived till I was ten and we had to come 
back to the States on account of his 
health.” 

“And it is yours now?” 

“Tt will be the twenty-fifth of next 
month, if Aunt Etta doesn’t persuade Uncle 
Joe to sell it before that time. Of course, 
it may be only a liability, as she says, but 
it’s home to me!” 

“You liked Hawaii?” 

“T love it! Of course,” I said, “I real- 


“I’m a poor relation,” I explained as simply as I could. 
The plain young man stared for a moment, then threw back 
his head and laughed out loud. 


, DON’T do that!” I said. “They'll hear you, and then 
I will catch it for bringing you out here alone like this!” 

“But a poor relation! It sounds like Cinderella, or the hergine 
of a melodrama of the ‘nineties! Surely girls don’t submit to 
being ‘poor relations’ these days, do they?” 

“They do if they live with Aunt Etta!” I felt ready to cry, 
having this strange young man laugh at me that way, even if 
he did it so nicely. He seemed to realize that he had hurt 
me, for he immediately became very grave, and his tone was 
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ize it wouldn’t be the same now, but, good 
old Pop Caswell is there, and daddy trusted 
him absolutely. And then there’s the natives. They always 
= na and made me feel so important! And Peter Pan and 
e ly 
“You bet! They’d wag their tails off if you went back!” 
I looked at him in surprise. 
“Why, how did you know they were dogs?” 
“Oh—why—well, it just seemed—they just sound like dog 
names, don’t you think?” 
“Well, perhaps.” 
“Or maybe our minds are unusually well attuned! Anyway, 
you think you’ll go back and help Pop Caswell operate, do you?” 
“I’m planning to. I may have to give Aunt Etta a half in- 
terest. She seems to think it would [Continued on page 98] 
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This was a case where my 

medical knowledge alone could 

not save the situation. To 

meet the crisis I needed reason 
and understanding 


DOCTOR not only sees life in its most intimate details; 

he is also told all secrets, for people in pain complain 

or confess. It is for this reason that the doctor has 
always been bound by professional honor not to betray the 
secrets entrusted to him. 

However, it is necessary that doctors give reports of some 
of their more interesting cases, not only to other doctors, for 
the advancement of science; but also at times to the public, 
for the dissemination of knowledge. They do this by hiding 
the patient’s identity. By this method they keep the real 
secret, but use the knowledge they have gained to help others. 

You may remember that our previous story dealt with the 
case of a girl who refused to confess and thereby lost her 
memory. She brought up for me the problem of the doctor 
whose patient has fallen in love with him. At the end of that 
story I said that I had another on my index cards which I 
wanted to tell, the story of the wife who adored her husband 
too much. This is that story. 

One blowing wintry night, at about eleven o'clock, there came 
a frantic ringing at my door. I opened it to find a tall power- 
ful looking young man, a man whom some women would think 
ugly and others handsome. His face, which had large, dark, 
gleaming eyes, was deeply creased, his jaw had a surly slant, 
and his head was lion-like with heavy tan-colored hair. Fear 
sat upon him and an almost livid remorse. 


He braced himself and spoke, gnashing out the words: 

“We live upstairs. My wife—” He paused, then went on, 
“it’s a month ahead of time. Our doctor’s away.” 

“T’ll come,” I said briefly. “Wait.” 

I got my bag and followed him into the elevator. 
off at the ninth floor and entered his apartment. 

Fifteen minutes later I joined him in the front living room. 
He was pacing violently up and down the room, like a man 
caged, but turned and stood stock still when I entered. His 
face had become distorted and ghastly. 


We got 


‘CHE’S gone still,” he said. 

“Yes,” I answered, “I gave her something. I’ve also 
phoned for a nurse. Your maid is with her, and there’s nothing 
to do for a bit. Let’s talk.” 

Roderick F—, for such was his name, still stared at me. 

“There’s no danger?” 

“There may be,” I said, “but talk may help.” 

He came close to me and looked me straight in the eyes. 

“If she dies, it’s a plain case of murder.” He suddenly 
seized the mop of his hair in his fist. “Oh, God,” he said, 
“what a rotter I am!” 

I looked at him quietly. 

“Mr. F—,” I said, “this doesn’t help. Sit down and light 
your pipe and tell me about it.”~ [Continued on page 102] 
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Dart get me wrong, Doctor,” the distracted husband told me. “From the a 
time I met Emily there hasn't been any other woman in the world for me; not 
one. I loved her so that I hadn't the heart or the courage to show her the real me, to 
ly disillusion her, to make her love me less. Or perhaps I was too weak, too vain. I 
d, strutted my stuff before her and liked to feel big. And so,” his voice dropped to a de- 
spairing whisper, “I've crushed her, and broken the only beautiful thing I knew in 
* life. Why are we all such fools?” 
61 
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With 
Drawings 
from Life 

By 

DE ALTON VALENTINE 


ANTA CLAUS came to see me one Christmas, in person. 
S I was a great big girl and I didn’t believe in him any more, 

but he came just the same and brought me a pack full 
of thrills that’ll keep that Yuletide clear in my memory as 
long as I draw breath. 

I was trooping out in the Northwest that winter. It was 
my first year in the show business. I had signed on in Chicago 
with the musical show called “Merry Christmas,” and you can 
imagine how bad it was when I tell you that I, on my first 
trip as a professional, was singing one of the principal parts. 
I got twenty dollars a week the first week. After that I got a 
dollar now and a dollar then. It was that kind of company. 

Shorty Ebbett was our manager. He owns a picture house 
in San Francisco now, but in 1916 all he had was enough money 
to get us out of Chicago and into trouble. George Hovey was 
our golden-voiced tenor and leading man. He’s a screen star 
now, and it’s news when he stubs his toe or gets home after 
sun-up. 

There were twenty-two others in the cast including myself 
but I was perfectly certain that when the members of that 
company grew old, their pet story would be the tale of the time 
they trouped with Mary Luther. I was a little undecided as 


to whether I should burst on Broadway as a musical comedy 
comedienne and drive Elsie Janis to washing dishes for a liv- 
ing, or take my art in earnest and make Tetrazzini mad. I 
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to go, no 


way to get there, and we had 
been ousted from our rooms. 
“Just leave it to me!” Shorty 
said, “I'll think of something.” 
Then—came the dawn! The 
clerk handed Shorty a telegram 


anta 


was perfectly certain, however, that I was on my way to the 
ne top. It was just a question of which peak I should 
scale. 

We managed to get from town to town somehow. Things 
went bad for a while and then they got worse. Still we kept 
on going. Hotel proprietors and bad towns proved either kind 
or wise. Our scenery and costumes weren’t really worth at- 
taching anyhow, and none of the little towns we played cared 
to have a gang of hungry troupers settle down and stay for 
the winter. 

But late in December, way out in the Northwest, nature had 
its way with us, and we just plain lay down and died. We 
had no place to go, no way to get there, and we couldn’t stay 
where we were. I'll never forget Shorty Ebbett as he sat in 


aw: 
if? 


Aristmas omes to the Orphans—cAnd Love omes to a 


the hotel lobby trying to make the rest of us think he was 
thinking. We were all sitting in the hotel lobby with him. It 
was the only place in the hotel where we could sit. We had 
been ousted from our rooms, and there were guards at the 
dining room door with instructions. 

“We've got to do something,” Shorty was saying. “Yes, sir! 
We've got to do something and do it now. Now don’t get 
panicky, boys and girls. Just let me think.” 

“Think up a plate of ham and eggs for me,” George Hovey 
said. 

“When you get that thought an to the table for George, 
inhale another whiff and dream me a pair of new shoes with 
nice thick soles,” the character comedian said. “I’ve got a 
hunch I’m going to need something strong and comfortable for 
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my feet to work in before so many days have passed.” 

“Just leave it to me!” Shorty said. “Don’t worry! I'll 
think of something.” 

A kid came. in with a telegram, and the clerk brought it over 
to Shorty. He carried it as though it were limburger cheese. 

Shorty opened it, read it, and came the dawn! 

“What did I tell you?” he said. “Didn’t I tell you I'd think 
of something? Didn’t I? Will you leave it to me after this 
to get you out of a hole? Listen to this!” 

He read it to us then. It was from a theatrical manager in 
a town thirty miles away. They had built a new opera house 
in the burg, and were opening on Christmas night. They had 
had a company booked for the dedication, but the troupe had 
passed away en route. He wanted us for Christmas matinée 
and night, and guaranteed us nine hundred dollars. Also, which 
was more to the point and proved that this lad knew his 
scenery, he offered to advance expenses if we accepted his offer. 

“There you are,” said Shorty triumphantly when he had 
finished reading it to us, “didn’t I tell you I'd think of some- 
thing?” 

That boy certainly could claim! If he’d been on a boat 
anywhere in the Atlantic when the Spanish navy was licked 
outside of Havana harbor, he’d have put Sampson and Schley 
in their places. 

We wired for the advance, fed our fill, and checked out the 
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next morning, Christmas Day, on our way to open the new 
theater, and earn the price of railroad tickets for the lot of us 
back to Chicago. 

Everybody on the train was gossiping about a holdup that 
had happened the night before some distance up the line. A 
lone masked bandit had held up a westbound passenger train 
and collected a dollar from every passenger and each member 
of the crew. That was all, a dollar apiece. He had made a 
lot of funny cracks when he was collecting, and everybody was 
laughing about it. 


. E WAS a fool,” the conductor said. “He might just as 

well have made a big haul while he was at it. A lot of 
folks think it was just some local cow-puncher playing a joke, 
but believe me, he'll pay high for his fun if they catch him! 
He’ll get his mail at the same address just as long for taking a 
dollar a head from those people as he would for cleaning them 
of everything they had.” 

We got to our destination about ten-thirty in the morning. 
As I got off the train I noticed that the platform seemed 
strangely deserted. The station agent came out to meet us. 

“You the show folks?” he asked. 

Shorty Ebbett admitted our identity. 

“Just a minute ‘til this train pulls out, and I'll lock up the 
station and take you down to see it,” he said. 

“See what?” Shorty asked. 

“Look!” the station agent said. 
from here. Right over that church steeple! 


“You can see the smoke 
See?” 


We looked and saw a column of black smoke rising in the air. 
“A fire?” 


“What is it?” Shorty repeated. 

“Fire!” said the station 
agent. “I should hope to tell 
you it’s a fire! Darndest fire 
we've had in this town in 
years. That’s the new opery 
house burnin’ now, and unless 
I miss my guess the whole 
blame block’s goin’ to go be- 
fore they get it put out. Just 
a minute ‘til I lock up and 
I'll go with you to look at it.” 

Say! by the time that bozo 
got his funny looking station 
locked, we were all as close to 
that fire as we could get with- 
out blistering our skins. Stand- 
ing there in a group with our 
mouths open, we watched our 
immediate future melt into the 
charred mass of the brand new 
theater. 

The whole block didn’t go, 
but the opera house did. Com- 
pletely! After it was all over 
the local manager met us in 
the hotel lobby. 


s HAT was a great blow to 

me!” he said. “A great 
blow! But of course I was in- 
sured. There's that.” 

“Yeah!” said Shorty Ebbett. 
“You were, but we weren't. 
Isn’t there any other place in 
town we can give this show?” 

The local manager shook his 
head. “No chance,” he said. 
“I tore the old opera house 
down to build the new one. 
There isn’t a place in town 
you could show.” 

“You got us to come here,” 
Shorty said. “Here we are! 
What are you going to do about 
it?” 

“Do?” the manager said. 

“That’s the word!” Shorty 
said. “Do! It’s not our fault 
your theater burned down. We 


sprint 
alongside the 
track for a few 
yardsand swing 
up on the train 


wasted our time and money getting here. Now what are you 
going to do?” 

“Your time and money?” the local manager said. 

“Well, it would have been our money if we’d had a chance 
to play our engagement,” Shorty argued. 

“I don’t want to be hard,” the manager said. “I'll tell you 
what I'll do! You pay me back half of the money I advanced 
you to get here and I'll call it square. Is that fair?” 

“Mister,” Shorty said, “that’s not only unfair but it’s im- 
possible. You might give me an argument as to the fairness 
of the arrangement you suggest, but there can’t be any discus- 
sion as to the impossibility. I'll lay my cards on the table face 
up for the good and sufficient reason that you'd find out what 
they are in a few minutes anyhow. That money you sent us 
has been spent, every penny of it. Before we got that money 
we were broke. There wasn’t the price of a post-card among 
the lot of us. Now we're broke again and we've got to do 
something.” 

“That's right,” the manager agreed. 

“What’ll it be?” Shorty asked. 

The manager scratched his head. “Well, now, I don’t know,” 
he said. “I'll have to think a minute.” 

“Never mind that,” Shorty said. “I can think. What 
you've got to do is to tell us how we can get some money.” 

The manager had an idea. You could see it break out on 
his face like a rash. “I’m not a hard man,” he said. “I’m 
willing to be fair. I'll tell you what I'll do. You know that 
expense money I wired you?” 

“I do,” Shorty said. “I had only a brief acquaintance with 
it, but I came to know it well in the short time we were to- 
gether.” 

“Well, sir,” the manager said, “I'll tell you what I'll do. 
Since you're up against it that way, I'll just call that square. 


You don’t have to pay me back a penny of that money! Not 
one penny!” 
“Why, you nice old thing!” Shorty said. “I bet they call 


you big-hearted George around town, don’t they? Maybe ‘Gen- 
erous Jim.’ Some kind of a pet name like that. If you owned 
Lake Michigan, I'll bet you'd let the ducks light on it and 
swim around without charging them a cent! Yes, sir, you 
wouldn’t make them pay for anything except the water they 
drank! 


“POY! St. Peter’s sure going to have to put on a great 

party when you show up at the heavenly portals anc 
tell them all the wonderful things you did on earth! I don’t 
have to pay you back any of that money you advanced, eh? 
That’s grand! We've got the big question settled. Now 
there’s just the small matter of where, how and when, me and 
this company of mine are going to lunch today and with and 
on who.” 

There were a lot of people in the lobby listening to the con- 
fab. One of them stepped up and spoke to Shorty. He was a 
tall, bony, gray-haired fellow with a big nose and a long droop- 
ing white mustache. 

“You the manager of this company?” he asked Shorty. 

Shorty owned up. 

“My name’s Otis,” the old man said. “James K. Otis. I'm 
in the cattle business. I seen your show about three weeks 
ago back in Bardstown.” 

“Go right on talking, mister!” Shorty said. “You've heard 
my speech.” 

“I was on that train that was held up last night by that 
feller they're callin’ the dollar bandit,” Otis went on. “It just 
so happened that I had seven thousand dollars in cash in 
my wallet when that holdup came along. This feller 
that done the job looked into my wallet, and laughed 
when he seen all that money there. He picked one five 
dollar bill out o’ all that mess, and you know what he 
done then? He made change for me! Yes, sir, he kept 
that five and counted out four silver dollars and put ’em 
in the wallet and handed the whole thing back to me! 
‘Mister,’ he said to me when he give me all that money 
back, ‘Lady Luck certainly brushed your eyebrows with 
her wing-tips the night you were born. You'd best not 
carry that much cash around with you again, old son, 
‘cause the next bandit that stands you up may be 
chargin’ his customers higher’n a dollar a head and you'll 
be shy real money when the [Continued on page 92| 
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LS ge Claus put his arm around me, slipped me into the dressing room 
and shut the door. A strange voice came from among those volumi- 
nous whiskers. “Easy, now, sister,” he was saying. “I don’t want to hurt 


you, but I'll play rough if I have to. Going to behave?” 
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Growth, not 
fect happiness” 1s 
the Big Plan. 
eaching just 
ahead for something 
better. weeping 
on past ignorance, 
past sin, past 
disease as we have 
been doing since the 


beginning of things 


By 
MARTHA 
MADISON 


What happiness 
there ts in life for 
all of us lies just 
ahead, five minutes 
from now or five 
years, or fifty years. 
It doesn’t depend 
on a new fur coat 
or patching up a 
foolish quarrel with 
your boy friend 


appiness 


Dought and Paid 


but her final words are still dancing before my eyes. I 
am looking down at the innocent little two-cent stamp that 
fluttered to the floor when I unfolded her letter. 

The main part of Vivian’s letter is devoted to the details of 
a quarrel between the boy she loves and herself. There's 
nothing unusual about it; it’s a typical young lover’s quarrel 
that she wants me to straighten out. But it shrinks into insig- 
nificance beside the last paragraph of her letter, and it’s that 
last paragraph I am going to answer here, not alone for Vivian, 
but for the thousands of unhappy people who are continually 
asking the same question. 

“Please, Mrs. Madison,” Vivian writes in conclusion, “can’t 
you tell me how to be happy? I get so sick and disgusted with 
everything and everybody—my family, my friends and my job, 
that sometimes I wish I was dead. I suppose I be 
thankful that I have them to worry about, but I’m not. 

“You know so much about life and people, can’t you tell me 
if and why there is such a thing as perfect happiness fer some? 
Children, for instance, are so happy. Why can’t I be happy, 
as I was when I was a little girl? That doesn’t seem to be 
asking very much. I am enclosing a stamp for your reply. 
Blue-Eyed Vivian.” 

Not much! The secret of happiness in return for a two- 
cent stamp. Not much! 

I suppose I really should feel flattered and proud and awfully 


| HAVE just laid aside a letter from “Blue-Eyed Vivian,” 


important, and all that, for Vivian’s beautiful confidence in 
my wisdom. But I don’t. Instead, I’m in one of those black 
moods when I wonder why the editor of Smart SET ever gave 
me this job. Because right now I’ve got to begin tearing down 
one of the prettiest and most inane theories that ever saw the 
light of day—the belief that anybody can be “perfectly happy.” 

Ah, Vivian, if I could tell you how to be happy I'd never have 
to worry about a job again. I’d be rich as Croesus. The whole 
world would be at my feet. But I can’t tell you because I 
don’t know. And neither does anybody else. A few golden 
moments, short periods of pleasure, a fleeting ecstasy or two 
—yes, I've seen and heard of those. But I doubt that there is 
such a thing as “perfect happiness.”” I hope there isn’t! Why? 


ECAUSE I think perfect happiness would be a terrible 

state of existence. The end of everything. The end of 
growth. The death of all future hope. Just think, Vivian, if 
you were “perfectly happy” you’d be perfectly satisfied with 
everything, yourself included. And what a terrible person 
you'd be! Going about with a detestable grin on your face, 
patting yourself on the back for being such a wonderful crea- 
ture. Never wanting to grow wiser or stronger or kinder. And 
worse than that, blinding yourself to the misery of those about 
you, indifferent to the cruelty and crookedness that certain 
powerful people employ, never tortured by your own helpless- 
ness to change it all? Vivian, would you want to be like that? 
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And that particular brand of happiness that so many of us 
sigh over: “Oh, to be happy with the happiness of childhood.” 
That can’t be. Because we must grow, we, ourselves, minds 
and spirits, just as our bodies grow. You can’t have a ten- 
year-old’s complexion at forty, and you can’t carry a child’s 
mind ‘along with you into middle-age. Remember the growing 
pains? Hurt feelings, disappointments, frustrations. They’re 
part of it, too. Part of the Big Plan. 


wet is the Big Plan? Why should we think its ulti- 
mate aim is human happiness? Why isn’t it growth? 
Reaching just ahead for something better. Sweeping on past 
ignorance, past sin, past disease, as we have been doing since 
the beginning of things. What is history but a record of this 
growth? Life has never been allowed to find a nice, convenient 
and comfortable rut and run along in it for very long. 

What happens? 

Something or somebody comes along and kicks it out of that 
rut and makes it take a newer and more difficult. one. Discom- 
fort? Risk? Of course. But all this means growth or prog- 
ress, if you want to call it that. And it starts our brains to 
working, makes our hearts beat a bit faster. Nobody with a 
normal heart and brain can be “perfectly” happy, Vivian, be- 
cause the very minute we begin to feel hurts and disappoint- 
ments we're sensitive to the pain of others. And the minute 
we begin to think, we see, and most of what we see makes us 
sad. Isn't it foolish, then, to think that your life’s 
happiness depends on any one thing? 

“Tf I only had a million dollars! If I could 
just go to Europe! If I could marry a rich 
and handsome young man! If Jimmy 
would only come back to me! Oh, if 
I had a beautiful fur coat I’d be per- 
fectly happy!” 

For five minutes, maybe. Then 
you’d want something else. 

And now, having torn down 
such a beautiful belief, I must 
substitute something else or 
I’ve done more harm than 


My substitute? It’s not 
lined with gold nor coated 
with sugar. It’s not ex- 
citing, but it’s a lot more 
helpful and useful and 
comfortable for every- 


one concerned once 
you’ve got the hang 
of it. My plan neces- 
sitates a change in view- 
point and a new faith 
. in yourself. You must 
ce in think of yourself and 
black the things you do in 
gave a bigger way. Stop fret- 
down ting about your own lit- 
w the tle plan and be glad 
ppy- that the Big Plan is go- 
have ing over. And it is. Even 
whole if your job is only running 
use I an adding machine or waiting 
olden on table you are vitally neces- 
r two sary to that Big Plan. You are 
ere 3S doing things now that people, only 
Why? a few hundred years back, longed 
to do. 
rrible 
nd of F COURSE it’s not exactly the way 
an, if you'd have it. You'd like to wake up 
with some morning and find yourself rich and famous, M.G.M. 
erson but we can’t all be sitting on top of the world. Not while 
face, this business of growing is in progress, anyway. We must 
crea- watch our step and take the bumps along with the smooth 
And places. And not until we have rebelled enough will we reap 
about the fruits of that rebellion. Some time, Vivian, you are going 
ertain to break loose from that tiresome job and take a grand fling at 
Ipless- a real one. It’s in the cards, or you wouldn't feel as you do. 
that ? And no matter how it turns out you're going to grow in wis- 


67 


dom and experience. You're going to be a lot more tolerant. 

No, Vivian, I can’t tell you how to be perfectly happy, but 
I can tell you how to avoid much unhappiness. Keep looking 
ahead. Don’t look back on old mistakes, unhappy times, dis- 
appointments, or even the good things you have done and the 
happiness you have had. Oceans of tears can’t wash away the 
bad things and you can’t live forever on the good ones. 

What happiness there is in life for all of us lies just ahead, 
five minutes from now, or five years, or fifty years. It doesn’t 
depend on a new fur coat or patching up this foolish quarrel 
with your boy friend, but on that very desire for something 
better, richer, fuller, which inevitably means discontent and 
even discomfort. 

Like the sprouting seed that must also push aside weeds and 
roots and rocks and earth while it grows, so must we humans 
fight our way against stupidity and cruelty and ignorance. 

Growth, not “perfect happiness,” Vivian. That’s the Big 
Plan. Yours and mine. Ours! 


Pps the many letters that came in this month, I have 
chosen this one from “Little Betty,” who lives down in 
West Virginia, as one of those to be answered in the magazine. 
You, too, may have been unfortunate enough to fall in love with 
someone of whom your family disapproves. Perhaps they are 
right. But I’m hoping that you will find some way of drawing 
their attention to Betty’s letter, for this poor child is an ex- 
cellent example of what happens when parents over- 
step their authority. 

“Dear Mrs. Madison,” she writes, “I’m 
writing this letter as much to help other 
girls as myself, but I hope there isn’t 
anyone among your readers who is as 
miserable as I am. My trouble has 
all come from a bossy, interfer- 

ing, narrow-minded family. 
“For seven months I went 
with a boy whom I shall 
call ‘Bill,’ and I don’t be- 
lieve Romeo and Juliet 
ever loved more madly 
than we. We were both 
young, but our love was 
nevertheless real and 
beautiful. He was good 
and dear to me, a splen- 
did boy in every way 
and I was, oh, so 


happy! 


HEN, suddenly, 
my family dis- 
covered that Bill wasn’t 
of our nationality. At 
first they objected 
mildly, but when I paid 
no attention they said I 
must break with him. 
When I refused, my mother 
went to him and forbade 
him to see me any more. 
That was way last February, 
and because Bill is an honor- 
able and a good boy, he obeyed 
my mother. 
“But what about me? I’ve lost 
fifteen pounds since then. I’m a 
nervous wreck. I’ve been seriously ill 
three times and each time I wanted to 
die. I’ve tried going out with others, but 
it isn’t any use. I love only Bill. 
“Now my mother realizes her mistake and says I can 
go with Bill again, but I haven’t made any effort to see 
him. Why? Because I’m afraid! Afraid that he may have 
changed. Afraid of what it would do to me if I found he had. 
Do you understand, Mrs. Madison? That boy is life itself 
to me. 
“In the past months I have met him occasionally on the 
street and he always stops and speaks, [Continued on page 95] 
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Happy New Year? Well, Rather 
Welcome the year of "twenty-eight 
And spurn the year that's fled; 
For the things “to be” are always great 
And the things that “ain't?” are dead. 


For the year is just a flapper frail 
Whom you pet and then forget; 

For many have hit the long, long trail 
But there're many to greet you yet. 


Is the Editor Getting Good? 


Homer Croy, who found fame “West of the 
Water Tower,” has busted into our midst with 
a whang. That’s just like Homer. He’s always 
whanging all over the place. If you don’t be- 
lieve us take a look at “The Shadow of Her 
Past.” We'll bet the Brooklyn Bridge against 
a pig’s squeal that if you start that story you'll 
finish it. And then you’ll be glad you started it. 
Ship all squeals to us, c/o of Smart Ser. While 
you’re reading don’t miss “The Man Who 
Laughed at Love” and “One Fleeting Moment 
of Glory.” You’re going to give yourself a good 
time if you take our advice. You can say what 
you please, and probably you will, but the 

iditor (we’ve mentioned this gent to you be- 

fore!) is getting off to a running start for the 

glad New Year. Our suggestion to you is: Just 

watch him and his magazine travel during 1928. 


What Made ’Em 
**Old-Fashioned’”’? 


Dear Aleck :—Can you help 
me? I’m looking for an old- 
fashioned girl — (George 
Neal, Chicago.) 

Stop where you are. All 
traffic signals are red. Fire | 
engine must be going by. | 
You’re looking for an old- 
fashioned girl? All right, 
we'll bite. What is an old- 
fashioned girl and how did 
she get that way? What 
made her old-fashioned? 
What do you mean, any- 
way? Now we'll ask one, 
George. Is any girl old- 
fashioned as long as she’s a 
girl—and alive? Crack that | 
one, son. 
| 
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Got a Last Line Handy? 


Pare Contest 


There once was a flapper named 
Kate 
Who went on the lake for a skate; 
ice was az thin 
As the sharp edee of sin Re 
Sunty that last line. For the best 
line Swant Ser will pay $5 and $1 for 
each of the next five best. Contest closes 
Dec. 3ist, 1927. Aleck Smart is judge 
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Says Which? 
we wise atlast. That noise the flappers 
make means something. It’s a sort of a 
kind of a language. Babe Zaucha of Reese, 
Mich., where the farm is, and of Chicago, IIl., 
where the loop is, has spilled the beans for us. 
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According to Babe some of the flapper lingo 
translates like this: “Anchor” means bankroll; 
“blouse” means beat it; “bomb” means a wild 
party; “bozo” means a stupid fellow; “brush 
ape” means a boy from the country; “cash” 
means kiss me now; “check” means kiss me 
later; “clothesline” means a gossip 

What we wonder now is, do New York, 
Philadelphia and Boston flappers use the same 
code Chicago uses? If not, why doesn’t some- 
one set us right? We're not too old to learn. 
If the “language” is different we ought to know 
it because we, personally, don’t meet many 
Chicago flappers. You tell us! 


He Thought—and Died 
The gink who lies here is awful dead: 


He thought the string was a basting 
thread 


Off with the old love and on with the new; 
A Happy New Year to all of you 
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AS sttN By Atecn SMART 


She’s Wise, All 
Right, All Right! 
Here’s to the girl who knows 
her mi 

And knows the stuff she 
knows; 

Who knows a lover is never 
blind— 

And knows when to powder 
her nose. 


College Wits—Or Whatr 


Since seeing is believing, according to the 
Carnegie Puppet, there is little wonder that 
people believe in the modern girl. . . . Being 
in love is just like ski jumping, thinks the Texas 
Ranger. First you are up in the air and then 
you come down to earth with a jar. But, oh, 
what a thrill you get while you are still up in 
the air! . . . According to a recent magazine 
article, scoffs the Cincinnati Cynic, sixty-five 
per cent of the college girls in the Middle West 
pet. We wonder what the other thirty-five per 
cent call it. . . . She was only a dressmaker’s 
daughter, sighs the Yellow Crab, but oh, my, 
the clothes she didn’t wear. . . . They told 
me her poise couldn’t be shaken, boasts Ham- 
ilton Royal Gaboon, but they’d never seen her 
Charleston. 


Spin on This One! 


What’s the right answer when a nice 
shiny car slides up to the curb and a 
sheik sticks his head out to say: ‘“‘How 
about a little spin, dearie?’’ Smart Set 
will give $2 for the best wise-crack an- 
swer and $1 for each of the next five best. 
Aleck Smart, such as he is, will act as 
judge and contest closes December 31, 
1927. We dare = to — us laugh. 
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That Prize Last Line 


Contest Winners 


The five dollars, with thanks, go to 
“t Mrs. S. G. Murray of Ironton, Ohio, for 
| the best last line for the November 
limerick. This distinctive success was 
won with the line, “Decorated with gar- 
ters and lace.” The five $1 prize winners 
were: Donley M. Steele, Cayuga, N. Y.; 
Mrs. Dorothy Yarborough, Noti, Ore.; 
Leon M. Small, Ridonville, Maine; 
Dorothy S. Dase, Detroit, Mich.; Mae 
Scoles, Lima, Ohio. Many hundreds of 
you failed to land a prize. That's too 
bad. Everybody deserved something so 
accept our thanks and tackle the new 
limerick on this page. 


* 


Let’s Put 
the Editor Right 


Down here in this out of the 
way corner we want to run 
| something the Editor will never 

see. What we want to know is: 

Do you like this magazine and 

what in it do you like best? 

Don’t mention This Funny 

World. Now get busy and tell 

Aleck Smart what story or fea- 

ture in this issue you like best 
| and WHY and what you don’t 
| like and WHY. For the best 
letter Smart Set will pay $10; 
for the second best $7; for the 
third best $5; and $1 for each of 
the next seven best. Aleck 
Smart is judge and contest 
closes December 31, 1927 
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Birds 


GIRL ON THE FENCE: It’s almost Leap Year. 
If he comes up tonight I'll propose to him 


THE OWL: Hoo? Hoo? 


GIRL: Oh, any good-looking chap except the man 
in the moon 


Audrey Ferris 
Warner Bros. 


DOLLY: Say, 
Teddy, what makes 
Joan go to sleep 
_ sitting up? 
TEDDY: Must be 
thenightcap,Dolly. 
They always make 


me sleepy too 


4 


Don’t pet! Fay 
Webb was horri- 
fied to discover 
that even now- 
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HE: Stay out of here. I don't want to 
Flew times have changed! Once we had our be ed ‘ with any scandals 
- opinion of girls who showed their knees. SHE: Heavens. I'm not in the Scandal 
low we have our secret suspicions of a girl ; . 


I'm only in the movies 


MRS. NEWLYWED: Now when I get a new out- NVIL: What" 

fit to match the car won't you be proud of us? bi de for wi #8 
MR. NEWLYWED: Proud? I'll be broke BARBARA: All my friends 
are married so I'm getting 
ready to hook a fish myself 


id 
| 
Clara Bow and aN 


MARIE: How did you get outside of HANDSOME TENOR: Do you know you're the 
my port hole? only girl in the world for me? 

EDDIE: My girl saw me kissing you on ' LEADING LADY: How unoriginal. That's 

the upper deck and she threw me over what my husband said when he proposed 


Edward's gaze 
and you'll see why he’s a 
true Knight of the Garter 


FAT: So you think you're the original sheik, do you? 
SKINNY: Sure. I make a lasting impression on every 
pretty girl that comes my way 


the CAIEMS§ 
, 

| 
F 
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| | 
Edward Everett Horton 
Paramount 
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Revier 


DorotTHy: I 
must call Eva 
and ask her if 
she doesn't 
think that scale 
she was weighed 
on was out of or- 


der or something 


They've Got Your 


FIRST SWEETIE: And you've 
mever lost your heart before? 
BOY FRIEND: Often, but I 
never let my right hand know 
what my left hand does 
SECOND SWEETIE: I think it’s 
wonderful the way you keep 
your head 


EVA: Of course 
it will only be a 
pose but I shall 


tell Dorothy 


when she asks 
what my weight 


really is that 
figures don't lie 


3 B.F.: Something tells me I'm 
o due to lose it soon 
Fus Comedies 


Demanded 


by millions-a 
first class tooth 
paste at25¢ 


S in every other line, mass production 
methods with consequent low price 
have extended to the dentifrice field. Now, in 
response to popular demand, we have pro 
duced a first class dentifrice suitable for all 
types of teeth at 25c. 


Its name is Listerine Tooth Paste. And its 
price is but 25c¢ for the large tube—half of 
what you usually pay. 


As makers of Listerine for half a century, 
we learned much about the requirements for 
clean teeth, healthy gums and a sweet mouth. 


We put what we learned into a formula. 
So, in Listerine Tooth Paste, are included 
sixteen ingredients. Each one performs a 
special task in the general work of oral 
hygiene. 


Outstanding in importance is the presence 
of a new, safe and gentle polishing agent— 
marvelous in its power to clean teeth speedily. 


We urge you to try this new dentifrice for 
a month. Your teeth will look whiter and 
your mouth will feel better. 


And remember that the saving is impor- 
tant—especially in a large family! Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U.S.A. 


a 


c/ilk stockings 
that cost you 
nothing 


Thousands of women having 
proved that Listerine Tooth 
Paste cleans teeth as perfectly 
as dentifrices costing more, use 
itregularly and apply the savings 
to buying hosiery, handker- 
chiefs, cold cream, etc. 
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hat 


ould Vou 


S ay? 


Martha Madison Prize Winners 


Square dealing is the 
who wrote letters in 
who had deceived 
been found out 
“Dorothy asked Mrs Madison what she 
should and Mrs. Madison passed the 
question on to you readers 
You told Dorothy, all right! 
Dorothy thought she could be 
You, most of you, agreed to that 
diplomatic,” you said, “but honest.” 
It was delightful to hear you plead for 
honesty Is that the spirit of you flaming 
youths? Are you slaying the old dictum, 
“It’s only wrong to found out?” Your 
letters that You seem to 
be shooters saddle the 
burden of your own That is the 


RUTH wins. 

motto of those 

reply to “Dorothy 
her sweetheart and 


do 


Apparently 
“diplomatic.” 
“Yes, be 


be 

you are 
ready to 
mistakes 


indicate 


square 


truth and may God bless you both.—G. W. 


Alice Graham Bishop, Big Springs, Texas, 
winner of the second prise, writes, “If he 
asks for an explanation, I'd tell him frankly 
and directly how it happened.” That means, 
tell the truth and face the consequences. 
Her letter reads: 


FOR one would like to answer Dorothy’s 

letter. Such situations as the one in 
which she is involved are very interesting 
because, although there are many which are 
similar, each has its own outcome. 


very 

If I were Dorothy I would not men- 
tion the matter until he brought the sub- 
ject up. If he asked me for an explanation, 


I would tell him frankly and directly how it 


him and he'll come across. It may take a 


little time but he will eventually. Isn't 
that much better than telling him a lie and 
then having him find out that it is a lie, 
for he will sometime, you know. They al- 


ways do. Tell him the truth in a real sweet 
way, show him that you are sorry, and 
then trust to luck and I'll bet you ten to 
one you come through.—Alice. 


“Just apologize,” is the advice of Paul 
Fairchild who gets the third prize. His 
brief letter is worth reading: 


OU didn’t ask what I thought but I am 
telling you. All Dorothy would have 
to say to me would be to apologize for her 
fib. I think a girl has as good a right to go 


general trend of the advice given Dorothy. happened. I would answer all his ques- with other fellows as we have to see other 
Tell the truth and let your sweetheart see tions willingly and honestly. When he girls. If my girl treated me like that I'd be 
that you are not building deceit on deceit. asked why, as he is bound to do, for men _ big enough to tell her that the next time she 
are continually asking why this and why wanted to do that sort of thing to tell me 
First prise, was awarded to Gil- and I'd get another sweetie and 
son Willets of San Francisco. His we'd have a double date. And if 
advice was, “Tell the gospel truth ———— = =~ that didn’t cure her of wanting an- 
If your lover listens to you and | | other fellow, Mrs. Madison, I don’t 
agrees to help you, he is sincere 1} know my onions.—P. F. 
and loves you.” His letter follows: || What W ould You Say | 
| | Here is a one dollar prize winner 
ITTLE girl, there is but one Prize Winners 1} who says, “Truth with diplomacy 
4 thing in life that is the key | is the best policy.” Frankness and 
note to all that is good and worth First Prize, $10, Gilson Willets, San truth are the points she most em- 
while it is Truth Francisco, Calif. ’ | phasized in the following letter: 
Tell your sweetheart, unreserv- 
edly the gospel truth. Tell him Second Prize, $7, Alice Graham Bishop, RUTH with diplomacy is the 
that you were infatuated with the Big Springs, Texas best policy. You are in a 
opular boy; tell him that you delicate plight and must approach 
near his help to overcome that in Third Prize, $5, Paul Fairchild, Rochester, your aidieied lover with truthful 
fatuation and help you stick to Ind. reasons tempered with tact if you 
him, though he is obviously les ’ are to preserve affection and re- 
lazzling Seven $1 Prize Winners: } tain his companionship. 
If he listens to you, agrees to . There is little that appeals more 
help you, he is sincere and loves Annie Sommerville, Santa Ana, Calif. | forcibly to man than tren reason- 
u Who knows but that a day Grace Morey, Orange, N. - | ing. 
m me when you may be help- Mrs. Cleve Windsor, Arma, Kan | 1 would search out a convenient 
uz him to overcome a similar in- Joan Clayborne, Tacoma, Wash. explain 
fatuation? 7 + was tor a time tascinated Dy e 
What has happened to you as a Mary Hamilton, San Francisco, Calif. superficial charms of his rival and 
young girl is not uncommon. We Blanche Woodside, Fresno, Calif. | would proceed to point out to him 
are all subject to it, but so secretive 1] Mrs. E. Ba. Hartley, Charleston, Ww. Va. the troubling difference between in- 
that we hide it, and when it leaks | I] fatuation and love. I would say 
out the lawyers and their kind get i] that by the occasional companion- 
all our money for divorces ' —S=__—>>>>—s—sSsSS \>_<wo ship of others I had learned to 
I can truly tell you that I am value his qualities far in excess of my 
a man of thirty years who has lived former fondness for him; but only 
and loved much. I am divorced twice, be- that, I would merely say because I wanted by comparison can one discern the better. 
cause I didn’t always tell the truth and my to. To all the other whys a woman always I would tell him how deeply I am 
former wives found out. Then, one day I has her world old answer “because.” Don’t affected by my seeming deceit and that I 
found a girl that I could love and start tell him more than he asks for, for surely in had hoped he would not learn I had been 
iain with and I told her all about my this case added information would only out with another only that he might be 
past. She took me to her heart with the hinder rather than help. Act just as if you spared the discomfort I thought this knowl- 
inderstanding between us that we would’ were before the grand jury, Dorothy. Have edge would have caused him. 
never hold anything from each other you ever been before one? Neither have I, I would say how truly centrite I was for 
Tonight I am sending this letter to Mrs. but I have a lawyer daddy the pain that my regard fer the other had 
Madison for you (I do not know whether You may say that if you act this way caused him and would let him know that 
you are fiction or fact, Dorothy, but if you you will not be able to keep him. Just his sympathetic understanding meant my 
are fiction you've countless prototypes in tell him that you love him, that you are happiness.—G. V. M. 
this cruel world I am sending it in the sorry and surely he will forgive you. It 
prize contest because, not for the prize he doubts you now then he will always HERE are other contests in this issue. 
money but for the fact that I want you and doubt you and is not worth your true On page twenty-eight you are presented 
your prototypes to see this because respect and love. If he trusts and really with a problem that will appeal to every 
this very night, I confessed an infatuation loves you he will forgive and forget. If he man and woman in the United States. 
to my sweetheart who knew of it all along. merely wants you for a pal and you con- “Should the Woman Pay?” That is the 
She had already ‘orgiven me. She helps tinue to be a good sport and a good fellow, question upon which you are asked to write. 
me overcome it and she sticks. She is a he will come back. His pride was merely Are the courts too lenient with women 
regular girl. But, if I did keep it a secret, hurt, and will soon heal criminals? Is there any reason why a wo- 
ind others told her, then I'd be as I was Just be sweet and nice to him. Let him man should be given a sentence less severe 
or eleven years, a wandering, worthless say all the scarcastic things there are to be than a male criminal would receive? Read 
erelict said while you show him that you are will- Judge Freschi’s article before you write your 


The situation is so parailel with your case 
innot help but write this. Tell him the 


ing to do your part to get things straight, 
your part and no more, leave things up to 


74 


contest letter. This is a chance for you to say 
what you think on this important subject. 


nner 
macy 
and 
em- 


the 
na 
oach 
thful 
you 
1 re- 


more 
ison- 


nient 
that 
the 
and 
him 
) in- 
say 
1ion- 
1 to 
{f my 
only 
am 
at I 
been 
t be 
owl- 


for 
had 
that 

my 


Should the 
Woman Pay? | stounding 


[Continued from page 28] 


That no doubt was what influenced the 


judge who passed sentence on the girl he way 
murderer. — 


“You are very young,” he said, “too young 


to realize that your real punishment will 
begin after you leave prison and never end 
so long as you live.” 
That is the pitiful fact. No matter how 
hard that girl may strive for social rein- - 
statement, though she may repent the rest f 
of her days in bitter tears, she can never “Hair 
outlive the brand of “jailbird.” Hence- Superfluous 

forth she will be a social leper, suspected, 1) 

considered unfit for any trust, and especially 


unfit ever to be the mother of innocent 
children. 


Superfluous Hair? 


perfiuous 


@) TS su 
destr y e roots 


asing out th 


‘OCIETY, ready to condone the infrac- 


CIETY ndon : ently 
& tions of a man, never forgives a woman. perman 


re 
The Judge on the bench may pass the Court’s ir by gently —-on any 
sentence on the woman. In his heart he hair rs > cannot return A 
knows that it is the world that will ad- until they underarm ’ 


minister her actual punishment. 

Not long ago there was remanded for 
trial in Special Sessions a young woman 
charged with shoplifting. She steadfastly : 
refused to reveal her identity, but the of- 
ficers easily discovered it. Then she sent 
a plea to the Court begging that we keep 
her name secret, and declaring that she would 
commit suicide if it were made public. 

On the day she was arraigned for sentence 
there was brought up a young man con- 
victed of a similar offense. Hence, when | 
we respected the girl’s plea for anonymity, 
and also suspended sentence on her, while 
we sent the male lawbreaker to prison, 
there was some criticism of our “unfairness.” 

The man had been punished and the wo- 
man had gone scot free! 

But as usual there were extenuating facts 
which the public did not know. 

The girl, a student in a New York college, 
came from a small old-fashioned town up- 
state. And though the shame of her plight 
and the horror of her ordeal in prison had 
her nerves aquiver, her sole thought was 
of the suffering her act would bring on 
others. 

Of course she would be shunned for the 
rest of her life, become an outcast in her 
town, all her dreams of a career ended, but 
that wasn’t what concerned her. Far worse | 
was the certainty that her parents and her 


face, arms, 


paration 18 
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hair removers: 


, their roots 


are removed with 


young sisters would be disgraced, and that | less than a minute. 
the man who loved her and trusted her ess a it is 
would be heartbroken. That was why she | 1 by a physician, eee 
would much prefer to die, or be sent to | , jlatec 2 4 less. 
prison for an extra long period, rather than Formt ly safe, and harm ‘ 
have her identity made known. absolute y ; men are using 1t 
5 O we > 
S IT clear what punishment we would Thousands \v removing the 
have meted out to that foolish girl who ermanent y E : It 
had stolen some petty finery if we had sent and P assing hair. 


her to prison and published her shame to sorry of embarr 

the world? The man, it happened, had of- | wot) jas freely ol 
fended before, was using an alias, and be- | can be usec a : 
longed to the type to which imprisonment \i nbs. 
is but an annoying incident. he hit 


1 the face as 


on t 


Judges and juries get many intimate side- 
lights on the character of a defendant as the Ask Your i Very Special Offer! 
seemingly unimportant evidence is unreeled. ee For 1 DELFIN, INC., Dept, 458 
And out of it all, subconsciously perhaps, Druggtst | South Orange, New Jersey. 

Send me WITHOUT CHARGE, as a specia 
they get a picture of a human being instead -ART 8 ofter, a tube of DELFIN Massage Cream (this 
of a defendant, a picture of a woman’s ome 

»dorant (this sells regularly at 25c and six 
heart, her mind, her ambitions, her social Only One Dolla j months supply of Skin Tonic, all free. Also, 
standing, her romantic dreams of the future. Good stores Carty a 

And so they realize what penalty she is pay- NU-ART, 
ing in the present and what she will pay in order 10 OO hould : 
af you sn i Name 
the future. able 10 wet 

That is why the public is so often be- gare MARNE Address 
wildered and shocked by what seems undue ery ou pon 
leniency. Its only knowledge of the case | gone!’ City & 
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New Loveliness 


JOAN CRAWFORD — Metro-Goldwyn 
Star says: “I believe the STAR-Rite Vim- 


Ray is beneficial to health and beauty. 


Most complexion troubles are due to clogged pores 
If you keep them clear and healthy, so that the 
natura! oils may do their work, it will be fine and 
velvety in texture. The new, scientific way is Vim 
Ray.,.virtually artificial sunlight. Vim-Ray stim 
ulates the pores to expel all impurities and strengh 
ensthe delicatetissues, It leaves a natural, healthy 
glowontheskinandafeeling of 
refreshment and rejuvenation. 


You will find new uses for 
Vim-Ray every day with 
your face creams. ..wit your 


hair tonic to make your hair 
thick and glossy asa hair 
dryer and waver. Easy to use 
ech and imparts a sense of 
soothing comfort thatis worth 
a hundred times the price 


ORDER TODAY $ 6° 
STAR-Rite 
NEW HOME 


BEAUTY SERVICE 
Fitzgerald Manufacturing Co., Torrington, Conn. 
Please send me one New STAR-Rite Vim-Ray for 
which I enclose $6.50. I understand I can use it for 


ten days free and have my money back if lam not 
Satisfied. 


Name 
City 

Dealer's Name 


10-DAY 


State 


Hand Colored Handkerchiefs 20c 
Crepe de Chine Scarfs $2.75 


home transferring 
t hiefs, silk scarfs, ete 
4 M work done in spare tim 
Ww fering » wond pportunity to buy these charm 
2h for silk ikerchiefs ($1 half dosen, $2 
desi ke id 


kinds including leather aad wood, malted ¢ 
» 112 W. 42nd St., New York City 


abries of al 
Metro Scarf Co 


Women “go wild” over this 
mart line of Dress Goods Silks, 
Wash Fabrics—Handkerchiefs, 
Fancy Goods, Eagy sales, big 
repeat trade. Liberal commis- 
ions and bonuses. Men and wo- 
men,full or spare time.1000 sam- 
plea furr Write quickly 
The National Importing Co. 
Dept. 573 Broadway, N.Y. C. 


shed. 


is had from the newspapers which usually 
emphasize the nature of the offense and the 
repellent details, and have no space to waste 
on the psychology of the prisoner and the 
human elements of the case. 

Woman’s social position is much less se- 
cure than man’s, although it means so much 
more to her. Always she is balanced on a 
precarious footing, able to maintain her 
position only by eternal care. Though a 
breath of scandal may endanger her good 
name, it is possible for her to offset its 
effect by increased circumspection; and 
though suspicion that she has transgressed 
certain of the conventions may jeopardize 
her standing gravely, there is always a chance 
for her in the absence of definite proof of 
her guilt, if public scandal is lacking. 

But let her fall into the clutches of the 
law just once! Let prison bars confine her, 
and immediately she acquires a social taint 
that nothing she can ever do will remove. 
Her social obliquity in the public mind is 
lifted out of the realms of conjecture into 
the world of certainty. She is a criminal, 
branded forever as a social outlaw, pre- 
sumably capable of any sin against morality. 


The nature of her offense makes little 
difference, nor does the fact that she may 
eventually be proved innocent. Though ar- 
rest and imprisonment for a man, except 


for a heinous offense, is only an adventure, 
for a woman, a single day in prison is 
equivalent to a sentence for life. 

I have in mind the case of a young man 
and a young woman, who together, were 
transgressors and who paid the same penalty 
of arrest and imprisonment. That was 
several years ago. Today the man is pros- 
perous, happily married and a leader in the 
fashionable set in the suburb in which both 
live. The woman is a social outcast. 

They had gone together to a party given 
by mutual friends in New York. The girl 
was of the highest moral character, but she 
was young and thoughtless. She drank the 
champagne so freely served, though not one 
quarter as much as her escort, but because 
she was unaccustomed to liquor she became 
intoxicated. 

She was still in that condition when the 
young man got into an argument with a 
policeman for driving by a traffic signal. 
The youth was offensive and the policeman 
retaliated with force. Then the girl was 
silly enough to go to her friend’s aid. The 
consequence was that both soon found them- 
selves in cells charged with being drunk and 


disorderly. 

\ HEN morning arrived they were too 
ashamed to explain to the magistrate 

and he sentenced them to twenty-four hours’ 

imprisonment. 

When the affair leaked 
it was regarded as a great joke so far as 
the man was concerned. It made him a 
sort of hero, in fact, with his young as- 
sociates, and even his elders smiled at the 
escapade, saying he was only sowing wild 
oats. He was a man, you see. 

But what about the girl? Well, the im- 
mediate effect was that the young man to 
whom she was engaged backed off. As he 
was socially prominent and distinctly eligible, 


out in their set 


local society, which included a drove of 
marriageable girls, took its cue. Some of the 
victim’s intimate girl friends tried to be 


loyal, but one by one they too drifted away 
to save their own faces. The young men 
continued to be friendly—in fact increased 
their attentions—which did not help the girl’s 
case. Today she is an old maid, ignored by 
every one worth while socially. 

All very pretty is the theory of expiation 
and a clean sentence after the transgressor 
has done penance. It works out quite often 
for the man, but not for the woman. The 
rest of her life she must live under the fear 
that the ghost of her sin will rise at any 
moment to confound her. 
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I recall the case of a young girl arrested 
some years ago on suspicion of being in- 
volved in an attempted felonious assault. 
She was exonerated eventually, but it was 
after she had been detained for some time 
in the Tombs. Meanwhile the sensational 
press had exploited the case, and to escape 


the resultant notoriety the parents of the 
girl moved from their old home to a new 
neighborhood. 


There a busybody recognized the girl. 
The family was avoided and small boys be- 


gan to hoot at the girl as she passed. 
Finally their home was mobbed. The case 
got to the magistrate’s court. The whole 
scandal was revived. 


GAIN the girl’s parents moved, this time 

to a Western town, although it meant 
the shattering of the ties of a lifetime. And 
again, I learned, a chance traveler saw the 
girl, remembered the case and revived the 
scandal just in time to ruin a belated ro- 
mance for her. 


Consideration for the woman too often 
waits until she has been convicted. That 
is too late. The woman in this case was 


destroyed not because she was guilty, but 
because she had been held in prison. That 
is why a thoughtful magistrate will make it 
especially easy for the woman prisoner to 
procure bail, or else parole her, while he 
holds the man to strict account. I mean of 
course where the offense is not serious and 
the woman not a professional criminal. 

Eventual vindication for a woman means 
nothing. In the minds of the public im- 
prisonment is the same guilt. “Where 
there’s smoke there’s fire,” is an adage still 
in full force. 


as 


Aside from the social effects of her im- 
prisonment, there must be considered the 
depths of despair felt by the woman of 


gentility held in jail, pending a preliminary 
hearing. The fact that the charge is trivial 
will not ease her terror. The arrest alone 
has been enough to drive her frantic with 
shame. It is in fact vastly more punishment 
than long imprisonment would be for any 
man. 

That is not the least of the penalties the 
woman pays. 

Let me show how Fate sets the after- 
math differently for a man and a woman, 
in parallel cases. 

The woman was a simple minded German, 


a nurse girl, and practically without any 
friends in America, except for the young 
electrician she expected soon to marry. To 


increase her trousseau she began to steal bits 
of feminine finery. Suspicion fell on her 
and search was made in her trunk. The 
stolen goods were found there, which should 
have been convincing proof that the girl was 
beginner. 

The man was a valet. Articles were being 
missed constantly and he was suspected by 
his employer. He was trapped through 
stealing a sum of money planted as bait. 


ACH was sentenced to six months’ im- 

prisonment. According to the letter of 
the law this was eminently just. They were 
equally guilty It was right they should 
be equally punished! But let us see if they 
were. 

Through a probation officer I learned sub- 
sequently that the valet had been re-engaged 
by his former employer who believed that 
the man had been taught a lesson and would 
reform. He did reform. At last account 
he was doing well, trusted implicitly, and was 
getting ready to marry a fine girl who knew 
of his past and condoned it. 

A year or so later there were brought 
into court several young women who had 
been arrested for disorderly conduct. One 
of them looked familiar. It turned out she 
was the German nurse maid. 

The girl had come forth from prison truly 
penitent, determined to earn an honest liv- 
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ing for herself, now that “her man” had 


ested deserted her. But she could not get em- 
| In- ployment! Every intelligence agency had 
ault. her record and, as they told her, they do | 

was not recommend “jailbirds” to their patrons. | i 
time If she had had relatives or friends she might | 
jonal have been able to find a way out. Or, | 
cape again, she might have secured work with 

the faked references; but she was either too | 

new “green” to do this or too timid after her | 

bitter experience. Her savings disappeared. | 

girl. She was in actual need. The usual sym- 
» be- pathizing man friend was at hand, and the | 4 
ssed. usual thing happened. 

case 
‘hole HE man’s punishment had been loss of 
freedom for six months; the woman had 

: paid with slavery for life. 
time She might easily have sought a new en- 
eant vironment, you think, changed her name 

And and started afresh! That sounds reasonable, 

the but does it work out? 

— Men beyond number have committed all 


crimes including murder, then in new sur- 
roundings have rehabilitated themselves. I 


rften recall the case of one convict who in a | 

That Western town rose to be chief of police. 

was Of another, more recently, who became 
but mayor of the town he settled in. And 

That eventual disclosure did not harm them in 

ke it the least. In fact the public enshrines as 

r - a sort of hero the man who fights back to ; 

e he social esteem against overwhelming odds. B Sa 

— But who ever heard of a female Jean | efore you drive into the cold—take out 


Valjean? 
A woman could not safely go into a 


The cheapest health insurance in the world” 


or case strange community, assume a fictitious name, } 7 E 
_im- and refuse to talk about her past. Not if Smith Brothers’ Cough Drops safely protect and gently medicate the 
— she were trying to win public esteem. Re- throat tissues. They quickly soothe irritation, relieve hoarseness, ease 
ticence, considered an indication of strength and stop the cough. Your whole throat is cooled, cleared, refreshed. 
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You Men Have Failed as Lovers 


[Continued from page 49] 


esteem, she has pointed them out to him 
and let him know that she is very well 
aware of them. Without any glossing over, 
without any delicate subtleties, without any 
attempt at flattery, she tells him just ex- 
actly what she thinks of him. He suffers in 
bewildered _ silence Something is wrong. 
What it is he does not know for he has 
made no effort to understand the change in 
women. 

He grew up, if he happened to be born 
into a normal family, seeing his father a 
god to his mother. His father was flat- 
tered and cajoled with all the feminine 
subtleties of which his mother was capable. 
When his father spoke, his mother listened 
and obeyed, outwardly, at least. Ii his 
father disapproved of the cut or color of a 
dress, it was the last time the dress was 
worn by his mother. 


HIS to him seemed quite logical and he 

took it for granted his own marriage 
would run along the same channel. But, 
while he was carefully cherishing the matri- 
monial halo of his forefathers, the woman 
whom he was to marry was just as carefully 
destroying it, until not a vestige remained. 
Of this performance he remained in ignor- 
ance, only to be shocked into a realization 
that something was radically wrong some- 
where, when he found he was not periect 
in the eves of his wife 

The average man today is so bewildered 
he does not know which way to turn. His 
home is not the place he had taken for 
granted it would be. He is criticized for 
what he wears and what he does. He finds 
he is expected to be a companion and a 
lover, as well as a husband. He is being 
forced to work at holding his wife and, 
only too often, he is losing. He doesn’t 
quite know what to make of it. He never 
saw his father exert himself to be an en- 
tertaining and intelligent companion, nor 
had he any intimation that his mother 
might consider his father an unsatisfactory 
lover. His father was a husband. For his 
mother that was sufficient. 

But the modern woman of intelligence 
wants more than a husband. To her mind 
the conventional husband is just as stupid 
and stodgy as the conventional marriage. 
She expects the man she has married to 
exert himself to be a perpetual emotional 
and mental stimulus to her. If he fails she 
gets a divorce. Having no awe for mar- 
riage as an institution, the modern wife 
feels perfectly justified in terminating her 
partnership with an inadequate husband. 
She would not tolerate such a partnership 
in business, she reasons, so why endure it 
in marriage ? 


HIS changed attitude of women toward 

men and toward marriage is largely 
responsible for the increasing number of 
divorces. Where a woman once endured, 
having resigned herself to marriage as the 
inevitable end, she now clears out. The 
husbands of today are no worse than they 
have been in preceding generations; nor 
have they improved. While women have 
been changing, taking away the traditional 
halo from marriage, raising the personal 
standards of what they demand from men, 
the men have remained stationary, making 
no effort either to understand or meet the 
change. Their attitude toward marriage and 
toward women is the attitude of their 
fathers and their grandfathers. Because of 
this very failure on their part to meet the 
change in women and because of their in- 
ability to meet the physical, mental and 
emotional demands of women, their wives 
arc restless and unhappy and turn to 
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divorce, careers or clandestine love for re- 
lief. 

Men have failed miserably as individuals. 
They are too weak to attract or to kold the 
intelligent, analytical woman of today. As 
a result they are unhappy and the women 
are unhappy. Men are unhappy because 
women have slipped “away from them 
They no longer have the power over them 
that they were born to believe was their 
God-given right. Women are unhappy be- 
cause they can’t find men who are able to 
hold them. All women crave an all-satisfy- 
ing love, a love that the men of today are 
unable to give them. 

This failure on the part of men to pro- 
vide the love that women need is responsi- 
ble for the independent, self-reliant, intel- 
ligent group of women turning to careers 
as a panacea, and for the other group of 
women, with no particular interest in busi- 
ness or the professions, embarking upon a 
series of love affairs of brief duration, in 
the hope of finding eventually a man who 
will measure up to their requirements. 

Only the rare woman actually wants a 
career. It is only the lack of a satisfactory 
and absorbing love-life that paves the way 
to a career for the normal woman. No 
matter how far the normal woman may go 
in the profession she has chosen, she is un- 
happy without the all-satisiying love that 
is so necessary to woman. For, the tragic 
thing is, that despite woman’s mental 
deve'opment and her changing attitude 
toward life, her biological make-up remains 
the same. Her life can only find fulfill- 
ment in love. 


UT it is increasingly difficult for women 
to have such fulfillment. Few men to- 
day are capable of giving the love women 
need. Men are gradually losing both their 
physical attractiveness and their virility. It 
is no wonder that women in their unhappi- 
ness and their desperation are turning to 
careers or the shallow gaiety and the froth 
and foam of night clubs for satisfaction. 
But one good thing, at least, has come 
out of the muddle. The women today are 
splendid mothers. Equipped by nature to 
bear twenty children, they lavish their sur- 
plus energies and emotions, re-enforced by 
intelligence, upon their one or two. Chil- 
dren were never in any age given the care 
and intelligent attention they are receiving 
today. Yet, even such maternal devotion 
cannot fill a mother’s life or take the place 
of a man’s complete and engrossing love, a 
love that the weakening men ‘ire unable to 
give them. 

The solution? How do I know? I am 
not a prophet. Men and women will have 
to work their own way out. But, before 
they can do that, men must understand the 
change that has come about in women. 
They must realize that they can no longer 
count on the halo of matrimony casting a 
protective glamour over their many weak- 
nesses and idiosyncracies. They can suc- 
ceed only on personal merit and by measur- 
ing up to the standards the modern woman 
has set. 

I am glad I was married before the last 
decade. My marriage is much more likely 
to be permanent than the marriages em- 
barked upon during the last five years or 
so. I was married when it was still the 
custom for women to be resigned. My wife 
is much more likely to put up with me and 
my idiosyncracies because I married her be- 
fore women had completely torn off the 
matrimonial halo. 

Life was so much happier for us men be- 
fore you women removed our halos. Still, 
when I look around at the “stronger sex,” 
I don’t believe I can blame you very much. 
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was a hand there, or a paw, or something. 
And eyes looking down at me! And now 
it's gone. Only I wasn’t dreaming! I tell 
you I wasn’t dreaming!” 

I jumped to my feet and peered around 
in the dark. But there was nothing to be 
seen, only the sand and the dense trees and 
the water beneath the stars. 

“I’m going to build a fire,” I said. “That 
will keep off any wild animals. You don’t 
need to be afraid.” 

But as I started for the beach to pick up 
some driftwood, she jumped up with a cry. 

“Don’t leave me,” she begged. “I never 
was really frightened before like this. But I 
keep remembering.” 

I took her arm, touched her shoulder, and 
she seemed grateful for the sympathy she 
must have felt. She did not seek to draw 
away but only to come closer. 


‘O IT was that when I stooped to pick up 
J a stick, Joyce Kent was at my side. The 
imperiousness was gone now. She was help- 
less and frightened, and she trusted me for- 
lornly. 

I had a fire going quickly enough. It 
sent gloomy shadows leaping up and down 
the walls of the forest, but the sound was 
cheering and somehow protective. We sat 
staring into the heart of the flames as people 
will, but neither of us was in the mood for 
sleep. 

It occurred to me she might like something 
to eat, and I reached behind me for the 
provision sack. My hands fumbled and 
touched nothing. I got up and looked for 
it. In spite of myself, I gave an involuntary 
exclamation. The sack was gone! 

“What is it?” Joyce demanded. 

There was no sense in concealing the thing 
from now on. She'd had inkling enough 
already. I told her what had happened. 
I told her how I had found the painter of 
my skiff gnawed in two, of the mocking call 
I had heard, and the sense of watchful eyes 
that spied on me 

“There’s nothing to be afraid of,” I said. 
“We'd have been attacked by this time other- 
wise. I’m going to find out what this thing 
that lives here really is. It may be some 
big, curious ape, though I’ve never known 
any but the smallest monkeys to live on 
these sand-pits.” 

She shivered a little. She moved closer 
to me. We were both silent, though I think 
our minds moved in the same channel. Pres- 
ently her head drooped against my shoulder. 
I put my arm around her gently to sup- 
port her. She dozed like a tired child, not 
knowing where she was. 


UT for me there was to be no more sleep 

that night. Now and then I kicked a 
stick into the fire, taking care not to disturb 
her. I listened with every sense alert. I did 
not hear the kind of sound I half expected, 
but in the stillness before dawn, it seemed to 
me I could make out far away the thin 
sound of a falling stream of water. 

I made my simple plan. When day came, 
I'd take the girl and together we'd go inland, 
try to find a place where we could make 
ourselves secure from the attacks of any 
wild animals or mysterious beings that lived 
here. Moreover I must find water, and put 
up my small fortification near it. 

The light came up and touched the sea 
with grayness. The girl stirred faintly 


against my shoulder. Then the sun rose, an 
angry red eye that peered above the hori- 
zon and thereafter the sky was streaked 
with many hues. 

Suddenly Joyce’s big eyes opened and 
fell on my face bewilderedly. The next mo- 


The Secret Island 


[Continued from page 26] 


ment she smiled, and with a little sigh, set- 
tled herself in my arms. The terrors of the 
night had broken down forever her im- 
periousness towards me. 

A deep and happy tenderness welled up 
in me. I was no longer sorry I had exiled 
myself from the world. I put Joyce gently 
on her feet, and we looked into each other’s 
eyes. Then all at once she dropped her gaze 
and turned away. 

That little moment was like a bond be- 
tween us, though her voice was matter-of- 
fact enough when I told her of my plans. 

We made breakfast of a cocoanut I man- 
aged to crack open, and of a yellow-tailed 
fish which I speared after half an hour’s un- 
successful attempts. When I brought it back 
to broil over the embers of a fire, Joyce 
had without the aid of a mirror straightened 
her unruly hair and smoothed down her linen 
dress. 

We ate cheerfully enough, considering our 
situation and the strange visit which had 
disturbed our sleep. Then I packed up the 
canvas covering, which, with a handful of 
matches, constituted my entire worldly 
wealth, and together we set out to explore 
the island. 

The vegetation was so dense in places that 
we could scarcely have gone twenty feet 
without exhaustion. We skirted the shore 
of the island. I was heading towards that 
part where it rose to its greatest heights, 
ending in rocky crags that were probably of 
volcanic origin. If I could somehow reach 
those, I might find a natural stronghold. 

For a long time the wall of living green 
seemed unbroken. Then all at once I heard 
a welcome sound. Through a fissure in the 
forest a stream of spring water rippled down 
to a shallow lagoon. 


ELPING Joyce up the ascent, I fol- 

lowed the bed of the stream. We 
climbed steadily, until we reached a hollow 
where the water made a pool. 

I was making my way as cautiously as 
possible, stopping every now and then to 
peer into the packed green growth on either 
side. The land seemed to steam in the morn- 
ing heat, but a faint wind that rustled the 
leaves brought relief. 

It was desperate work to stumble along 
the creek-bed in that stifling, perfumed air. 
I looked at Joyce to see how she was mak- 
ing out. She had compressed her lips firmly, 
as if in determination, but she made no 
complaint against the hardship of the 
journey. 

I think we must have pushed our slow, 
torturous way for almost another hour when 
the stream suddenly widened, and we came 
to the fringes of a clearing. I parted the 
vines and as I did so, I gripped Joyce’s arm 
in swift warning. 

Before us was a kind of rocky ledge and 
behind that rose a natural perpendicular rock 
wall. Crouching against it was the figure of 
a man--a man beyond doubting, but with 
something of the ferocity and cunning of a 
wild creature. 

He had no notion that he was being ob- 
served. The breeze had carried the sound of 
our clumsy approach in the opposite di- 
rection. 

After the first moment of surprise, I saw 
that he was eating. The body of a small 
animal lay dismembered before him, and he 
was devouring a portion of it raw, like a 
tiger that has made its kill. 

Even at that distance I could see the 
swell of mighty muscles that rippled from 
his brown neck to his long arms. The 
squared shoulders were suggestive of un- 
limited power, and he crouched with the 


79 


FREE! 


Book, 


French Invention gives 


cA Perfect 
Marcel Wave 


in 15 minutes — cost 2f 


Not a concoction from a bottle—not a 
sticky, messy lotion—not a “trick” brush 
—not a “magic” cap—not an antiquated 
“curling” device—not a “scientific” substi- 
tute for the old-fashioned kid curler. This 
amazing French invention is positively 
guaranteed actually to marcel wave any head 
of hair in 15 minutes at a cost of less than 2c. 


By Mlle. Renee Duval 


| ROM Paris I have brought to American women 
the greatest beauty secret of all time. French 
hairdressers have guarded it jealously for many 
years. This secret will enhance the beauty of any 
woman's hair a hundred fold. And there is but cue 
simple, easy thing todo. Now every 
American woman and girl can know, 
for the first time, the real and true 
secret of the French woman's al- 
ways perfectly marcelled hair—a 
thing that has 
caused Ameri- 
can women 
much amaze- = 
ment. Simple to 
Use— Perfect 


in Results 


It is so simple—a small, inexpensive, 
easy-to-use thing—tbe invention of a 
famous French hairdresser—tit is called 
the Marcelwaver, I brought it to 
America—my friends here 
perfected it—then sent it to 
1,000 American women to tr 

TS! for themselves. It gave suc 
AGEN perfect resulte— of 
such great convenience— 
Men and Women saved those who tried it so 
Marcelwaver is tak- much money—that every one 


ing American women of these 1,000 women asked 
by storm Biggest to keep it—and their friends 
earnings ever being sent me orders for thousands 
made by agents of Marcelwavers. 


everywhere You 
must get in on This Secret Yours FREE! 
ground floor before Do not send me money—just 
all territory is taken your name and address on the 


Send today for coupon below. T['ll at once 
complete information send you this secret—and a 
—all FREE! FREE copy of my famous 


book, “How to Marcel Wave 
Your Own Hair."" Send today, 


MARCELWAVER COMPANY 


Dept. A-152 Cincinnati, Ohio 
j Mile. Renee Darel. Dov. A-15233 
MARCELWAVER CO., Cincinnati, Ohio 
Please send me at phon your precious secret of @ per- 


fectly marcelled head of hair in 15 minutes # a cost 
of less than 2c. This information must be FREE to 
m 


e. 
( ) Check here tf interested tn agent's offer. 


IN 

I 
Le 


| 


¢ 
en 4 
q 4 
hen * 
shot 
, 
larce 
“ - 9 
} 
n Sensational New 
It 
tion 
*hil- 
last 
"the 
wile 4 
h 
be- 
till 
lddress 
uch, | hey State 
| 


Put Yourself 
In His Place 


He did not know one note from another, 
yet within three weeks he learned to 
play the popular airs on his 


Tue Tone Saxophone 
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letter from a happy user. 
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Dependable Hygienic Powder 
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The MU-COL Company 
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A TTACKS and trouble frequently start 


grace of something that can spring and leap 
with the vitality which civilization has taken 
from the children of men. 

His hair hung to his shoulders, and he was 
bearded. Yet in spite of that I knew he 
was young, possibly only on the threshold of 
his twenties. He was bare except for the 
skin of an animal which he had wound 
around his waist 

But the thing that arrested me with won- 
der was the fineness and actual beauty of 
his features It was the face of a wild 
thing, certainly, but it was not the face of 
some mongrel descendant of blended Indian 
and Negro which fills the islands. This was 
i face of definite European ancestry. The 
finely cut nose, the wide brow attested to 
that Still marvelling, the one and only 
explanation dawned upon me. 


E COULD only be the survivor of some 
shipwreck years before, who had grown 
up alone in the wilderness, as untutored as 
an animal. I remembered the peculiar, mean- 
ingless sound of his voice as I had heard it 
from the forest, and I knew, without know- 
ing how I knew, that it was a voice that 
had no language. He might have been ship- 
wrecked here as a small child, coming to 
land somehow while all others perished. 
Joyce's eyes were as wide as my own. We 
had stared at this sudden apparition for al- 
most a minute. But I felt a tide of relief 
that it was a man and not an animal we 
had to deal with. I cast around in my mind 
for some way of winning his confidence. It 
was at that moment that the fitful breeze 
turned. 
I had not reckoned upon this strange be- 
ing’s savagery. He rose suddenly to his 


| feet, and thrusting his handsome head for- 


ward on his neck, seemed to sniff. Then all 
at once a strangled cry broke from his 
throat He cast a swift backward glance 
at the cliff-wall, like a cornered creature. 
The next moment with head down and arms 
lunging wildly, he rushed directly towards 
us 

In that instant I realized he had scented 
us like a wolf and filled with some obscure 
hate or fear, was charging directly upon us! 

I pushed Joyce behind me, and stepped 
forward to meet him. What was in my mind 
in that chaotic moment I don’t know, though 
I must have had some vague idea of paci- 
fying him. 

Then all at once his bulk was upen me. 
He caught my arm and whirled and flung 
me as I might have flung a chip. Great 
as I had realized his strength might be, I 
had not been prepared for anything like 
this. The gleam of his eyeballs, and his 
white, snarling teeth, seen through parted 
lips were the only impressions I had, as I 
picked myself up from the ledge. 

I stumbled back towards the thicket into 
which he had disappeared. I heard the 
thrashing sound of his body as he leapt 
through the intertwining vines and branches 
of the forest. The next moment I saw his 
brown body go leaping down the glade, and 
my heart gave a leap of horror. He had 
slung Joyce Kent across his shoulder and was 
carrying her off! 


N EMOTION more mastering than any- 
thing I'd ever known gave me the 
strength to do what I did that day. 

Make it important enough, and there's lit- 
tle a man can’t do, and by thunder, this 
was important enough to me! 
| With a sick, choking feeling in my throat 
|I started in pursuit Branches whipped 
lacross my face, I fell stumbling a dozen 
| times, I was knocked about and my skin 
was cut like ribbons by the thorns of the 
creepers. 

Now and then I’d get glimpses of the 
creature who fled before me, crashing his 
way through the tangles of undergrowth. 
| Now and then I followed him only by the 

ou 


sound of his headlong rush. Sometimes I'd 
see him leap high, catching a branch with 
one arm, still clutching Joyce with the 
other. He would swing himself far ahead 
and land lightly without even swaying. 

I followed across swamp land where the 
water sucked at my legs as if to drag me 
down, and the thick mud coated my canvas 
trousers like boots. How far we went I’ve 
no notion, but there wasn’t anything, dead 
or living, that could stop me. It was as if 
my body was insensitive to pain and thirst 
and weariness. My wind had gone, and 
my muscles were strained to their uttermost, 
but the will behind them drove them on. 

But I could have made no gain on him, 
if it hadn't been that he was hampered with 
the girl. What her sensations were I didn’t 
dare think, though now and then I tried to 
cry her name, to let her know I was still 
following. But my voice was hoarse, and 
the croaking sound I managed could scarcely 
have reached her. 

The chase was leading us to high ground, 
and it was up hill work, over fallen rocks 
and .otting trees. A new sound struck my 
ear, the splash and murmur of the small 
waterfall I had heard in the night. 

It grew nearer. I saw the man I was 
following leap through the trees, and with 
a bewildering agility, run along the stones 
that lined its bed. Rocks were strewn be- 
fore him leading to a sheer precipice. From 
this a tiny spout of water fell over the face 
of the cliff, spreading into a fan of spray, 
some ten feet wide, at the base. 

Suddenly the strange creature who raced 
before me flew with a sudden burst of speed 
like a runner nearing the end of a race. The 
vines barred my way, obscured my sight. 
Fighting desperately I struck through them 
and came to the cleared space. There was 
no sign of any living thing in the walled pit 
before me! 

I stood incredulously, listening. Except 
for the waterfall, a heavy, oppressive silence 
hung over the forest and the rocks. 


HE man had vanished, had disappeared 

as completely as if by magic. I looked 
up the cliff. He couldn’t have scaled it 
without my seeing him. Even if it offered 
a foothold it would have taken him ten min- 
utes to reach the top. But on the other 
hand nothing moved in the trees. I lifted 
my voice in a wild shout, but there was no 
answer. The sound of the flowing water 
seemed to mock me. 

I rubbed my eyes and then hastily ex- 
plored the rim of the clearing. He must have 
taken her te some private runway where he 
sped off without sound! And yet search 
as I could the forest wall seemed unbroken. 
Or had he burrowed in the earth, in some 
animal-like den where he lived. I could see 
no signs of any such opening. 

I don’t know how to picture the agony 
that came over me. It was like madness. 
I know I plunged at last into the woods, 
dragging my battered, exhausted body on 
legs that almost refused to stand. Now and 
then I would halt to call out Joyce’s name, 
and the sound of my lonely, unanswered 
voice in the fetid jungle heat was like a 
death-knell to my hopes 

I had ceased to think consciously, but still 
I drove myself on. My clothes were torn; 
welts stood out on my skin. I could feel an 
ugly bruise on my forehead. My eyes 
were blinded with sweat. I circled the island, 
calling desperately. Three times I came back 
to the glade by the waterfall, to stare around 
in miserable perplexity 

The thought of Joyce in the power of the 
beast, for he was nothing less than that, 
I knew, sent a shudder running up my spine. 
Had he killed her? Was he torturing her, 
with the idle curiosity of a powerful animal 
destroying a weaker? Or had he seized her 
from the obscure instinct that told him she 
was kin to him and a possible mate? 
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The sun was still burning down upon the 
trees, but I knew it must be growing late. 
| had returned once more to the little water- 
fall. My head was throbbing painfully. To 
clear it and to refresh my exhausted nerves 
and dulled brain, I stepped forward and 
bent my neck under the cool spray. My 
hand groped out to reach the rocky sur- 
face beneath the water to steady myself. 

But it groped the air! I had thrust it 
through the fan of spray into nothingness. 
There was no wall there! Then my heart 
gave a leap of exultation as the mystery was 
made plain. The waterfall was like a veil 
before the mouth of a small cave. 

Without taking thought, I followed up 
my discovery with prompt action. Bend- 
ing, I edged my way underneath the curtain 
of water. The next moment I found myself 
in the pitch-black cavern. The clammy air 
was like a fog, and the sound of the water- 
fall reverberated in the hollow of rock and 
drowned out all other sound. 


HAD to feel my way along the mossy 

rock, proceeding cautiously, but my dis- 
covery had revived me and made me for- 
get my tiredness. 

I had gone no more than thirty steps when 
a ledge of rock made me alter my course. 
The next moment I barked my shins against 
an obstruction. I bent fumblingly. At the 
same instant every nerve in my body sprang 
into startled life. My hands had touched 
human flesh. 

In that moment in the inky darkness, I 
knew somehow that the satin skin I touched 
could belong only to Joyce Kent. A terrible 
dread moved in me, as I groped towards 
her, tried to kneel and see if she lived. Her 
body was very still, but something like a 
tension of the muscles told me she was con- 
scious and unhurt. I gave a kind of shout 
in the joy of that realization and at the 
same instant she spoke. 

Perhaps she screamed the words, but as 
it was they came to my ears in indescribable 
fragments above the tumult of the water 
crashing at the opening of the cave. 

“Thank God! I thought—it’s you, Neal! 
Really you? Get me away—mad!” 

I tried to lift her to her feet, but she 
seemed to groan as I did so. My fumbling 
hands discovered a withe fastened tightly 
about her wrist and this in turn was tied 
around a projection of stone. 

I couldn't loosen it, and then in the ex- 
tremity of the moment, I set my teeth on 
it. It was like tearing leather, but some- 
how I managed to cut through that rude 


thong. The next moment I had Joyce on. 


her feet. 

I peered anxiously into the darkness, half 
expecting to hear the bellowing voice, and 
face the wild rush of the savage of the 
Secret Island. 

But there was no sound, no movement. 
Guiding Joyce as well as I could, we neared 
the waterfall, and then burst through into 
the light. 


NTO the half-light rather, for once again 

the brief twilight was falling on that 
desolate world. Once again the ranked stars 
were stepping into the sky. 

I looked at Joyce’s haggard face, her des- 
perate eyes. 

“Are you hurt?” I cried. 

She shook her head. “No, I’m all right. 
But we've got to get away quickly. He left 
about an hour ago, to hunt food perhaps. 
I thought I was going mad lying there. Oh, 
if you hadn’t come to help me!” 

For a moment sudden sobs choked her, 
and she swayed towards me. I put my arms 
around her. 

“Don’t let him come near me again!” she 
whimpered like a child. “Don’t let him! 
I’m so afraid!” 

Well, it wasn’t a matter of strength’ but 
of resourcefulness. In endurance and power 


man of the 


I was no match for the 
I must act quickly. 

I glanced up the face of the cliff. Em- 
brasures worn there by the weather seemed 
to offer a foothold. For the rest a few 
stunted trees seemed to promise a hand if 
I dared to scale that height. 

And it seemed to me there was nothing 
else to be done. When he returned to find 
Joyce gone, he would seek her everywhere 
on the island, or I missed my guess. And 
this time he would not come furtively in 
the darkness and timidly touch her. He had 
recognized that his strength was greater 
than mine, and his first shyness at discover 
ing creatures like himself had doubtless worn 
off. 

But on the heights I would have a chance 
to defend myself, if only by hurling rocks 
down on him if he tried to charge us. | 
told Joyce my plan, and without further 
words we started up the cliff-side together. 

The first quarter of the climb was com- 
paratively easy. It seemed to me that the 
footholds in the rocky wall were almost 
spaced. We were making excellent progress, 
when all at once a warning shout from 
Joyce made me look down. 

I needed no other warning! Below me 
I saw the savage had pushed his way into 
the clearing and even in the fading light had 
caught sight of us on the cliff. A great cry 
came clamoring up to us, like the sound 
of some infuriated animal. He dropped 
something he was carrying and sprang for 
the side of the precipice. I saw him bound 
swiftly upwards at double the best speed 
I was making, and I knew what I must do. 

Pushing Joyce before me, I told her to 
keep climbing and try to gain the summit. 
I would meet the wild man halfway. 

She hesitated, then mutely obeyed me. I 
put a few more steps between myself and 
the savage. I clutched a tree, a sapling that 
bent grotesquely under my weight. But 
there was no time now to select and seize 
another. With a bound he was on me. 


E TRIED to tear me loose and fling me 
down to the rocks, but I held on 
though it seemed as if my arm were 
wrenched from its socket. I barred the way 


to the next foothold, and he could not gain | 


that without first dislodging me. 

There in the dark the battle was waged. 
Hanging on grimly, with my free arm I 
tried to strike a blow. But my fist landed 
only once, and then it was like striking 
solid rock. It did not even halt him in his 
furious attempts. 

Above me Joyce Kent was struggling to 
reach the summit. Below me was a sheer 
drop to the rocky ledge. And the savage 
tore at me with his teeth to loosen my hold 
on the sapling. 


island. | 


But the will which mastered me could do | 


no more. I felt my tired fingers relaxing, 
and a great weakness swam over me. 

Then my grip was broken, and I fell, 
clawing at the cliff-side like a wounded 
animal. 

But as I reached out blindly with bruised 
fingers, trying for some sort of hold while 
I slid dizzily downwards, a jar and a shock 
ran through my entire body. I felt as if I 
had been struck a terrific blow, but in a 
moment I realized that I was not sliding any 
further. 

Then I saw that 1 had catapulted into a 
projecting ridge of rock, which had nearly 
broken me in two, but which at least had 
kept me from falling over the precipice. 

That was plain enough. But why didn’t 
I see the shadowy form of the savage above 
me? He couldn't have gained the summit 
in one bound! How was it he had com- 
pletely vanished ? 

The next moment a tiny shower of peb- 
bles, like a miniature avalanche, came roll- 
ing down towards me. Leaning on my good 
arm, I pulled myself painfully upwards un- 
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til I got my foot in a cleft of the precipice. 
Then I saw what had sent those pebbles 
rolling down. Hurrying towards me on the 
hacked-out pathway was Joyce, slipping and 
swaying ‘in her haste! 

“Are you hurt?” she asked in a faint, al- 
most desperate voice. “Oh, are you all 
right ?” 

“Yes. But where is he? What’s happened 
to him?” 

She seemed to shudder. “The tree you 
hung on to struck him when you let it 
go. It threw him down over the cliff.” 

“Then he must be killed.” 

“I don’t know. I think I heard him pick 
himself up. I think he’s still living.” 

I laughed a little weakly. My exhaustion 
made my head spin. What I had thought 
was defeat had proved to be victory for 
the time at least. 

When I had lost my hold on the sapling 
it had acted evidently like a battering-ram 
and thrown the savage to the rocks below. 
While, I, by some crazy streak of fortune, 
had merely slid until my progress was 
brought short with a painful wrench. 

But I had no time and not much inclina- 
tion for thought. I saw Joyce kneeling above 
me, extending her hand for help. I could 
see her disheveled hair, her big eyes, her 
dress torn half to ribbons by the climb. 

“Come,” she whispered, “try to get up. 
We may be safe up there and I’m sure he’s 
still alive Oh, you mustn't take any 
chances, not now! I can’t tell you!” Her 
voice went off in a tremulous, inarticulate 
murmur 

She reached out her hand further. Her 
fingers touched my arm. She had no strength 
to help me, but her desire gave me the 
strength to help myself I stumbled up- 
wards, fought my way slowly back and with 
her arm in mine, climbed painfully under 
the stars to the heights. 


T THE top I flung myself down at full 
length on a kind of moss. Boulders, 
piled crazily, made a natural fortification. 

‘This must be where he lived,” Joyce 
said. “There are things here, things he must 
have used. But it’s all dark. I can’t see 
very well back of those rocks.” 

“Better make a fire,” I suggested. “I'll 
see what wood I can pick up, if you'll pile 
some twigs together. The matches are in 
the pocket of my coat.” 

She hesitated, then came forward to 
thrust her fingers into my pockets. But be- 
fore she could do so, her hand touched the 
blood-soaked sleeve, and she gave a little 
cry. 

“But you said you weren't hurt! 

“T meant I wasn’t hurt from the fall. And 
this thing’s nothing. He just managed to 
get his teeth in me while I hung on to that 
sapling.” 

I heard her swift intake of breath. Then 
suddenly she was kneeling at my side, and 
with tender, sure fingers was drawing my 
arm free of the coat. She was murmuring 
something to herself in a strange little 
stricken voice. 

She tore a strip from her own dress, and 
very gently pressed it against the wound, 
making a bandage. 

“Don’t bother. It’s all right,” I said. Sud- 
denly she laid her cheek deliberately against 
mine, and I felt the salt tears on her face. 

Then I kissed her. I was as happy as if 
all my life this was the first time I'd ever 
known what happiness was. But I was 
wretched, too, thinking of the harm I'd 
brought about, and of what lay ahead of 
me, if she were right and the savage still 
lived 

“T’ve brought all this on you,” I said, 
“and I’m not forgiving myself. But I love 
you.” 

She was looking away from me again, 
and her own voice was a whisper. 

“IT love you, too,” she said. “So every- 


R? 


thing you do is all right. And I’m not afraid 
of anything if you're with me.” 

There weren’t any words I could say then 
There aren’t any words I can say now to 
tell of the queer mixture of misery and 
joy that was in my heart. We were silent 
for a long time, though what it was I 
thought, I don’t know. 

I was recalled to myself by a sound at 
the base of the cliff, the sound of something 
moving. Joyce had been right. The savage 
still lived, even after that tremendous fall 

I got to my own feet. The little rest had 
somehow helped me. Or was it this new 
knowledge that was crowding deliriously in 
my brain, this knowledge that Joyce Kent 
loved me? By it I was armed a hundred 
times over, and I was dangerous to any- 
thing that threatened her. 


T HAD been growing steadily darker. 

That is, black clouds were obscuring the 
stars, and the wind was rising with a wailing 
sound. In the blackness, I was handicapped. 
I picked up three or four dead branches and 
arranged them behind a rock so that the 
light of a fire would spread out like a fan 
for some feet on every side. 

With the wind to play bellows, I had a 
crackling fire leaping up against the sky in 
a few minutes. Then I gathered more brush 
wood, and with my good arm dragged over 
a log that would burn for the rest of the 
night. 

Joyce had stationed herself at the edge 
of the cliff to warn me of any sudden at- 
tack, while I was busy with my fire and 
my preparations. I found a heavy stick and 
with this as a lever managed to pry some 
of the boulders to the very cliff-edge, where 
a mere push would be sufficient to send 
them crashing down. But in this task, I 
found cause for foreboding. There were 
only three large stones that I could pry loose 
for this work, instead of the many I had 
counted on It was like possessing a re- 
volver with only half the chambers filled 
with cartridges. 

I was so weary that my back ached, and 
every now and then my eyes closed of them- 
selves though I was still on my feet. The 
exhaustion of my previous experiences was a 
thing I had definitely to fight, and telling 
myself that there could be no sleep for me 
this night, I gathered together the remnants 
of my energy. 

But when I came to the cliff-side, Joyce, 
sitting there with her chin on her knees as 
she stared down into the black abyss, in- 
sisted that I throw myself down beside her 
and snatch some sleep. 

“T can keep watch,” she said. “You must 
rest for me, too, you know. Or else, later 
on, when you need your strength—” she 
shivered and broke off. 


"NY; I’M going to watch,” I insisted. 


But she put her soft fingers against 
my mouth as if to silence an unruly child, 
and there was something so wise and calm 
in her bearing that I gave way. 

“You must sleep,” she said again. “I 
haven't heard a sound for a long time, and 
it’s impossible for him to climb up here 
without my hearing him. I'll wake you the 
instant I hear a noise.” 

But when I no longer fought to keep 
awake, I could not sleep, though my muscles 
rested. I heard myself asking questions, 
and heard Joyce’s low, gentle answers. Her 
fingers were twined through mine. It seemed 
strange to me now that we had not always 
been together in this deep, profound under- 
standing that was our love. 

The vigil had the strangeness of a dream. 
I heard Joyce’s low murmuring tones, 
heard my own voice answer and ask. She 
was telling about things that puzzled me. 
There was the matter of young Churchill 
who had come aboard the Cormorant, young 
Churchill whom she agreed to marry. 
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“That seems all so long ago,” she said. | 
“Tt’s like another world really.” 
“But you never loved that man. You 


couldn’t have.” 

“No.” 

“Yet you meant to marry him.” 

“Perhaps I did,” she said. “But it was 
the kind of thing all the girls I knew wanted 
most, to marry the richest bachelor pos- 
sible. And my father has lost a lot of money 
of late. He warted me to. I'd been trained 
to see things in just that light. Perhaps 
that’s why I was afraid of you from the 
start.” 

“Afraid of me?” 

“Afraid of you because I loved you. Oh, 
I was so miserable the day we quarreled 
and you went away and I thought I’d never 
see you any more. When you came up on 
the deck, don’t you think I could have 
struggled and screamed for help if I'd wanted 
to, my dear? No, I took good care not to 
call out until my scream couldn't possibly 
be heard. I was happy because you’d come 
back.” 

“It’s poor luck I’ve brought you,” I said 
then. “I never thought to get you in this 
mess. And if we can puil through, God 
knows when we can get off this place with- 
out a boat.” 

“What does it matter?” she said at last. 
“I'd rather be here all alone with you the 
rest of my life than have the whole world 
around me and not have you.” 

Then as if she realized that this was help- 
ing me to do anything but sleep, she put 
her hand on my forehead and scolded me 
gently. I smiled, and presently I did fall 
asleep. 


MUST have 
when I was aroused by 


slept three or four hours 
a touch on my 


arm. I sat up quickly, every nerve in my 
body suddenly tense. My wound was stiff 
and sore, and in that first instant of wake- 


fulness I realized that the wind which had 
come up in the early evening was now blow- 
ing a gale. 

The sparse trees on the heights were bend- 
ing and lashing, and the sea to the east- 
ward was roaring along the beach. 

Joyce was bending over me. I could 
scarcely make out her face in the pitch dark- 
ness, but as she turned the light of the fire 
suddenly illumined it. I saw her eyes were 
wide and startled. 

“He’s coming up, he’s climbing!” she said. 

I got to my feet, and listened. At first 
I could make out nothing but the sounds 
of the storm. Then all at once my ears de- 
tected something like a faint scratching ac- 
companied by a rattle of descending pebbles. 

I turned to stare at Joyce, but I said 
nothing, only gently motioning her back. I 
had fought to save her before, but now she 
loved me, was all my life to me. I’d never 
been afraid to match my strength against 
any man, but as big and powerful as I 
was, this savage was ten times more power- 
ful than I was. If he once gained the sum- 
mit, he could throw me over it like a peb- 
ble. Well, I was going to do my best to 
keep him from ever getting there! I peered 
over the edge. Then I saw the outline of his 
body as he crouched and crawled upwards. 
In ten minutes the thing would be decided. 
In ten minutes my fate, and Joyce’s, would 
be settled! 


S THERE something primitive at the 

heart of every man that makes him a 
savage in face of danger? I only know 
that there was murder in my heart as I 
thought of what Joyce's fate would be 
unless I conquered this wild creature of the 
Secret Island before he put an end to me. 
I'll tell you in February Smart Ser of the 

struggle that followed in the darkness. 


It Was the Greatest Shock 
of My Life to Hear Her Play 


—how had she found time to practice ? 


ELL, Jim, I told you I had a surprise for 
you!”’ 
She beamed at her husband, delighted 
to see how surprised he was. 
And"I was astonished, too. 
she had gone to the piano, sat 
played! Played beautifully—though I 
never seen her touch a piano before. 
“How did you ever do it?” her husband 
asked. ‘‘When did you find time to practice?” 
“And who is your teacher?’’ I added. 
“Wait, wait!’ she laughed. ‘One question 
at a time. I have no teacher, that is, no private 
teacher, and I do my practicing between dishes.” 
“No teacher?” 

“‘No—I learned to play the piano an entirely 
new way—without a teacher. ou see, all my 
life I wanted to play some musical instrument. 
I thought I'd never learn how to play, though 
—for I haven’t much time to spare, and I 
thought it would take long hours of hard work. 
And I thought it would be expensive, too.” 

ee ell, it is hard work, and it is expensive,’ 
I said. “‘Why, I have a sister 

“I know,” she laughed, “but J learned to play the 
piano through the new simplified method. Some time 
ago I saw an announcement of the U. 8. School of 
Music. It told how a young man had learned to play 
the piano during his 
spare time without a 
teacher. I found that 
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“Well, you see, that 
was my big surprise.” 
“If you planned to 
surprise me you’ ve 
certainly succeeded,’ 
said Jim. 
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Learn to Play at Home 


This story is typical. Thousands of men and women 
have learne ¢ to Pay their favorite musical instruments 
through the School of Music 

Are you ocean priceless moments slip by when you 
could be learning to play some musical instrument— 
easily, quickly? 

You simply cannot go wrong. First you are told how a 
thing is done, then by illustration and diagram you are 
shown how, and when you play you Aear it 

Thus you actually teach yourself to become an accom- 
plished musician right in your own home. Without long 
hours of tedious practice. Without dull or uninteresting 
scales you learn how to play real music from real notes, 

The U. S. School of Music will make you a capable and 
efficient player. Many of our pupils now have positions 
with professional bands and orchestras. 


Demonstration Lesson FREE 


Half a million people have already taught themselves 
to play their favorite instruments right in their own home. 
To prove that you, too, can learn music this fascinating 
way, let us send you our free book, *‘Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home,” which fully explains this remarkable 
method. We will include also our Free Demonstration 


Lesson, 
Mail Coupon Today 


If you really want to gain new happiness and increase 
your popularity—send off this coupon at once Forget the 
old-fashioned idea that ‘‘talent’’ means everything. De- 
cide which instrument you want to play, and the U. S 
School of Music will do the rest Al the average cost of 
only “a few pennies a day! Act NOW! Mail coupon today 
for the fascinating free book and Demonstration Lesson. 
U. chool of Music, 4271 Brunswick Building, 
New York. 


U. S. School of Music 
4271 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 

Please send me your free book ‘‘Music Lessons in Your 
Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, 
Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your offer. I am 
interested in the following course 
Have you 


instr 
Name 
(Please write plainly), 
Address 


Show Card Letterer or Sign Letterer, or have 
course is complete and practical and especially 
of the student who studies at home 
and The National Society of 


Federation of Arts, 
H made more than $700 


Wood, a clerk, 
before he had completed this course. 
that he has more than doubled his salary. 
Whitman is earning three times as much as he 
did before enrolling with the eereatenel 
School of Art. a 


Mail Coupon for Free Booklet 


83 


Address 


“on the side 
Harry Lord writes 


William a 


| Show Card Lettering | 


Learn at Home 


Here is the very course you need if you want to get a good paying position as a 
a business of 


arranged to meet the needs 
Koller, oF ART 


your own. 


This 
INTERNATIONAL 
SCHOOL 


It was written by E. L. 
Principal of the International School of Art, member of the American 


Associated with the 
International Correspondence Schools 
Dept. 6258-K, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me 
full details of your home-study course in 
SHOW CARD LETTERING | 


Craftsmen. 
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Te You 


iberal 


inded? 


Prize ih ‘inning Letter Writers 


EWARE of 


jealousy. 


Jealousy kills love But where 
love is, there is jealousy likely to 
be also 

Be liberal—but true 

Broad-mindedness can easily become li- 
cense Fight shy of that 

These brief statements fairly well sum up 
the attitude of those who wrote letters in 
the Smart Ser contest “Are You Liberal 
Minded ? 

The old idea of owning another person 
seems almost entirely to have disappeared. 
Marriage is no longer looked upon as a 
prison into which a man or woman enters 
for life with the words, “I will 

Freedom has come. Friendships persist. 
The air, as a result, is purer around the old 
home fires Confidence is crowding out 
jealousy Don't think the green-eyed mon- 
ster has been killed. No, but he’s been 
scotched Today men and women are 
ashamed of being jealous. They try to 
overcome, to hide, to conquer this sinister 
passion. Time was when they flaunted it 
and were proud of it. It was ac- 
claimed as a proof of love Now it 
has been broken into its parts, and - 
found to be composed of envy, egot- 
ism, selfishness and cruelty You | 
will notice not one admirable qual- 
ity entered into its composition 

People realize now that jealousy 1] 
does not even act as a brake on 
license. Depravity , will find expres- 
sion regardless of threats 

The big words that come out of i] 
this discussion are “tolerance” and 1 
“confidence.” The writers in this 
test want to be liberal minded. That | 
is, they want to be tolerant and | 
trustful Environment and expe- | 
rience are heading them that way | 
as their letters prove. 

The first prize goes to Jealous 
Anne of Valdosta, Ga. She had a 
jealous disposition but she worked 
to overcome it because she realized 
that through this insane passion she 
brought suffering to herself and 
others Her letter follows: 

VV HEN I read this article on “A 

Liberal Minded Husband” I 
thought how much needless sufier- 
ing we all experience through not 
being more broad-minded. Jealousy | 
is a form of distrust, and how do 
we expect our loved ones to main- 
tain confidence in themselves if we mistrust 
them without cause ? 

I am of an awfully jealous nature, and 
through this insane passion have brought 
suffering to myself and others. My first 
love affair was dissolved because of this 
weakness, and I came very near driving the 
man, who means more than all the world 
to me, away with my constant bickering 


about small attentions he was bound to show 
others for courtesy’s sake. 


E IS a business man, and if I saw 
him with another lady I was sure to 
raise a scene. If he happened to be going 
the way of a young lady friend and asked 


her to ride I was sure to insult him the next 
time he called. He finally told me that he 
thought it would be wise for us to part, as 
we could never be happy together at the 


rate we were going. On the night of his de- 


parture he told me he cared for me more 
than anyone in the world, and that if I ever 
thought I could learn to control my insane 
jealousy to write him, and he would return. 
Notice he did not ask me to uproot jealousy, 
but to control it. I think some people are 
inclined to be more severe in their jealousy 


than others, and with some it is inherited, 
as with myself. I have a strain of Spanish 
in my make-up from my mother’s family 
And as everyone knows Spaniards are ex- 
tremely jealous 

I had time for thought after my sweet- 
heart left, and I knew all my accusa- 
tions were false, and that if I did not learn 
to control my tongue, I would be an old 


wrote him to come home and we 
would try it over. And that if I failed this 
time we would part forever. He came— 
that was four months ago, and up to date 
we have not had one quarrel about other 
girls. We are planning on an early mar- 
riage, which I am sure will be happy as I 
have had my lesson. So you girls and boys 
that think you are just born with jealous 


maid. I 


Smart Set Prize Winners 
Are You Liberal Minded? 


First Prize, $10, Jealous Anne, Valdosta, 
Ga. 

Second Prize, $7, Irving Stone, New York 
( 

Third Prize, $5, Mrs. Douglas Allen, 
Lindale, Texas 


Ten $1 Prize Winners 


Mrs. M. R., Pomona, Calif. 

E. Raymond Kerr, Pasadena, Calif. 

Alice Boyd, Chicago, Ill. 

Mrs. Esther L. Schwartz, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Norah L. G. Naylor, Toronto, Can. 

a 2d Baird, St. Joseph, Mo. 

A. M. Reed, Morence, Ariz. 

Nan Keefe, Tampa, Fla. 

Mrs. Dan Dyer, Los Angeles, Calif. 
Mrs. Maud Varela, Washington, D. C. 
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couldn’t 
wasn t 
to her 


minded 
he 
cold 


was liberal 
wile! li 
then he was 


who 
love 


her, 


husband 
possibly 
jealous of 
altogether! 

I explained that marriage 
ownership; that as long as I 
her, she might do as she pleased. 
wife, like all women, was _ primitive, 
barbaric. Love meant jealousy! When a 
man loved, he was insanely jealous of his 
woman. Liberal minded was I? That was 
just another way of saying that I didn’t 
love her! She was sorry she had married 
me! She hated me! 

Since I didn’t love her, she would find 
someone who did. She found him! Fortu- 
nately I was able to frustrate the affair be- 
fore it had gone too far. Then I came to 
my senses! Since that time I have been 
insanely jealous of my wife. I don’t al- 
low her to even talk to another man. I 
watch her every minute of the day and 
night. I am the most narrow-minded hus- 
band in the world. Now my wife is con- 
vinced that I love her, and we are serenely 

happy together. 


was not 
could trust 
But my 


Mrs. 
awarded 
learned 


Douglas 
the 
what 


Texas wife, 

Allen of Lindale, is 
third prize. She has 
jealousy can do. It cost her a 
“handsome sweetheart,” but taught 
her to put her “heel on the head of 
the serpent.” Now she and her 
husband are the “two perfect lov- 


ers.” Her letter follows: 
IS wrong to jealous. 
Jealousy is the  green-eyed, 


venomous reptile that lurks in the 


heart, and acts as a guide to the 
pit of unhappiness, sin, vice and 
crime. 


Nine years ago I lost my hand- 
some sweetheart. We loved each 
other from the first meeting in col- 
leZe, but jealousy spoiled my love 


for him. When we were graduated, 
instead of our getting married, he 
went away. My jealousy drove 


him away. 

Six years later he was back home. 
He called me and asked to see me 
My heart almost melted. One year 
later we were married. We have 
spent two of the happiest years of 
married life on record, even though 
he is a public official and has a 


natures, that you can not overcome, you just 
read this and say you can. I am still 
jealous but I have learned to control it. 

I trust that other narrow-minded persons 
will solve their problem as I have mine, be- 
fore it is too late. 

Irving Stone, New York City, wins 
the second prise. Once he was a liberal- 
minded husband but he has changed. Being 
liberal-minded nearly lost him his wife. He 
writes: 


of 


AM not a liberal minded husband. I 

started out being one and it nearly cost 
me my wife. I wanted her to retain all the 
freedom she had before marriage; to con- 
tinue her friendships with men. I loved 
her too deeply and trustingly to be 
jealous. 


My wife could not understand this. A 


S4 


lady stenographer. 

To overcome jealousy was a 
task, but I put my heel on the head of the 
serpent that was robbing me of my earthly 
treasure, and ground it under. 

Love cannot remain love, 
spread itself over many affairs. 
old-fashioned cranks, but do _ understand 
human nature. For this reason, at dinner, 
theatrical and other parties, we are the two 
perfect lovers, and true sweethearts. I 
write and study during his working hours. 
After work hours, we play, dance and sing; 
entertain and are entertained 

We believe in group amusement, conse- 
quently we are liberal minded, but not gen- 
erous minded to the extent that we have 
dates with other men and women 

Now turn to page twenty-eight for a new 
contest on the question “Should the Woman 
Pay?” Read Judge Freschi’s article before 
you sit down to write your letter. Help 
solve this problem and maybe win a prize. 


however, and 
We are not 


_/ 
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When Love Flew Out 


of My Window 


[Continued from page 36] 


never a time when I was free from financial 
worry. I never kept a maid. Oiten for 
many months at a time I had no laundress 
or cleaning person. I never went about 
with women friends, shopping, to tea, or to 
a single matinee. I never made any gifts to 
my friends or relatives. When I simply had 
to have new clothes, I “borrowed” from my 
mother. She understood the situation. “But 
Bill is dear, and he certainly is dead in 
love with you,” she would say. 


Yee hating Bill, I began to realize 
‘Y that I did not love him. I liked him. 
He is very likable! There was much in his 
companionship that I found very dear, his 
agerness, his feeling about things, his music, 
But a woman cannot feel that a man is an 
irresponsible little boy and still keep her 
first rapturous love for him. At least, I 
could not. I think this was my misfortune 
rather than my fault. I wish I could have 
kept on loving Bill blindly, madly, and let 
the bills go hang, but I could not. 

When the first baby came, two years after 
our marriage, I had to call on my mother 
to pay the doctor's bill, the hospital bill, 
and to get his clothes and nursery furniture. 
I wonder now that I had the temerity to 
have a baby, after knowing Bill for a year. 

Of course, no young pair, embarking on 
the adventure of parenthood for the first 
time, has any idea it’s going to cost so 
much. Still, I’m glad we had not only that 
one, but presently a second baby. 

This was the most ecstatic time of my 
married life. Without loving Bill in the 
old way I adored him for giving me those 
two wonderful babies. I was in raptures 
over the infants themselves, though I took 
jolly good care to come back to earth in 
time to get the housework done, the daily 
washing flapping on the clothes lines, and to 
keep up with the babies’ schedule. 

Bill thought there never were such babies. 
I agreed with him on that. And we both 
thought our jerry-built little suburban thirty- 
five-dollar-a-month house, with a bit of 
yard front and back, was a small Paradise. 
We were absurdly happy over everything, 
from the shallow linen closet to the pansy 
bed in the yard. The babies slumbered for 
hours at a time on the sunny porch, leaving 
me free to fly from one task to another. 

Our hospitality did not falter after we 
moved “to the country,” as Bill called our 
dreary little suburb. Goodness knows how 
our friends may have loathed being dragged 
out there, to inspect our new home and our 
new family. We thought we were giving 
them a treat, of course. Guests were a real 
effort now, physically as well as financially, 
but they were a treat to me, for I was 
tied at home completely. 


T WAS during this period that Bill began, 
at first.very reluctantly, to go out eve- 
nings without me. I simply could not leave 
the babies, even if I had had respectable 
clothes. We were all gloriously well, and af- 
ter the two three-week periods at the hos- 
pital we never had to have a doctor, but 
Bill’s forty dollars seemed to melt away, just 
on our bare living expenses. There was never 
a cent left over for clothes. Indeed, there 
was seldom enough to pay all the bills 
promptly. The week I paid the milkman I 


had to “stand off” the butcher, and vice 
versa, so I began to scribble stories and short 
articles for the women’s magazines, 
a bit to help out. 

When we had been married five years, 
and the babies were about three and one, 


to earn 


my mother, who was distressed by the 
monotony and shabbiness of my life, 
broached the subject of our having a home 
of our own. 

“It isn’t right to let the children grow 
up in this depressing little suburb,” she said. 
“And as for this house, it is hopeless. The 
upper part is like a furnace all summer, and 
not one room really heats in the winter. 
I'll give you a few thousand dollars to 
make your first payment, and you can buy 
a decently built house in some really at- 
tractive suburb. Bill gets away every day, 
but since you live your life at home, you 
simply must have a more attractive one, my 
dear child, or you will become hopelessly 
discouraged.” 

So at last we had a really decent little 
home. It was beautifully built, though 
modest, and in a charming suburb, where 
we found neighbors who were worth know- 
ing. Our monthly payments were only 
thirty-six dollars, just one dollar more than 
the rent we had been paying for three years. 

I hoped Bill would really take an interest 
in our home, other than asking people out 
for dinner or for week-ends. Maybe he 
would mow the lawn and help me create a 
really lovely garden, since it was our own, 
the home that we were establishing for our 
children. And maybe he would write some 
of the stories and plays he had talked about 
so long, make the heaps of money he has 
always been so sure he would make some 
day, to free us from worry about bilk. 


ALWAYS managed, by hook or crook, to 

get a story done and sold to pay for the 
interest on our mortgage and the taxes. But 
oh, the things we needed! Sometimes I 
wished we were back in the grubby little 
first suburb, when I was invited to some 
lovely tea or dinner and had to decline be- 
cause I had not one respectable thing in the 
world to wear. I think the idea got about 
that I was dreadfully highbrow and literary. 

Bill never could see why I did not joyfully 
accept every invitation that came my way. 

“You are always the prettiest woman in 
the room, to me,” he would say, gallantly. 
“You always look well.” 

“But Bill darling,’ I would explain, “a 
woman simply cannot go to a dance in a 
coat suit and a shirt waist. And except for 
my gingham house dresses and my silk 
kimono, I have exactly nothing except my 
suit and two blouses. No dear, you'll have 
to go without me. Fortunately your old 
dress suit can still appear in polite society. 
Go on and have a beautiful time and tell 
me all about it in the morning.” 

Bill became very popular in our village. 
He was bright, eager, and in getting up 
community pageants and amateur theatri- 
cals, decidedly talented and helpful. I know 
that lots ef our friends and neighbors pitied 
him because his wife was such a frump and 
stay-at-home. Once he had the leading réle 
in an amateur play. I didn’t go; I simply 
couldn’t. I had nothing fit to wear to the 
country club where the play, followed by a 
dance, was held. 

I still “borrowed” from my mother when 
I absolutely needed clothes for the children 
and could not immediately sell a story or 
an article. But pretty afternoon and eve- 
ning clothes were something definitely not 
of my life, just as pearls and a yacht were 
not for me. 

Just before the oldest baby was five, Bill 
got me a job. 

I had often said that I thought as soon 
as they were in school I might earn more 
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Girls Wanted for Stage 
Big Pay 


Learn Stage Dancing 
at Home— teach you 


Betty Let Veronine Vestoff, former solo 
Holiday janseur with Pavlowa, train you 
one in your spare time at home for a 
my glorious career in Classic Dancing 
Woulds t YOU like to be a star on the stage— 
— or in the movies—or earn a handsome income as 
a teacher of ‘Gane ing? In just afewshort 
stars you can learn Ballet, Classical 


Interpretative, Oriental and Toe Dancing. Most 
delightful way to gain slender, graceful lines, 
glowing health and vitality 


Learn in Three Weeks With 
My Famous Picture Method 


Many leading stage dancers and successful 
dancing teachers owe their success to me 
You too, can acquire professional tech- 
nique through my system. You can 
learn at home in spare time. My famous 
picture method enables you to do a 
complete classical dance in a profes 
sional way in three short weeks 
Nothing omplicated. Charts and 
diagrams, along with printed instruc- 
tions show youtjust what to do 
ABC You just must 
ance with my method. No 
essary I 
work with you by mail just as if you 
I put you 


were dancing before me in my studio 
through a monthy examination to be sure you 
are making progress My system of dancing 
never fails. My method absolutely eliminates 
guess work 


Costs Only a Few Centsa Day 
Knowing that there are hundreds of girls all over 
the country who would like to master classical 
dancing for the stage, movies and to improve 
their grace and figures, | have arranged the pay- 
ments so that they amount to only I7c a day 
This enables everyone to get the full benefit of my 
home course in dancing. It enables you to satisfy 
I give you the same attention 


your ambition to learn how to dance 
New York Studio. 


by mail that my students receive here in my 


Send for Information 


Just send coupon or write for details of my home course in dancing 
Right now, a wonderful offer is open. Rush name and address 


VERONINE VESTOFF, Academie de Dense, Studio 21 


100 West 72nd St., New York, 
Venonive Vexrorr ADEMIE < Danse, Studio 21 
100 W. 72nd & N ork, N 
Dear M. Vestoff: Please send me | FREE information on Classic and Stage 
a few new students. 


Dancing with details of s7 


Mark X indicating your r n for yh oa my course. 
For stage To develop gracefulness For Movie Career 
To become a dancing Teacher. |) Because I love dancing. J To reduce 
weight 
Name 
Street 


ears of 
work. You WANT THe SROOF! 


SUTTLE, Director 
ScHooL 


Hunter 


| You YOUAREW ANTED 


GIRLS—WOMEN UP 
Design and Create your own 
Frocks and Gowns at Small Cost. 


You can easily learn in 4 
your own home, using 4 
spare moments. Over 7 
6,000 Have Done It. 7 
Gown Designers and 7 
Creators GET $35 Ph FRA 
to$75aWEEK. <@ 
4 Rochester, Y. 
Mail Coupon Pa Rush to me free 32 
Today Sure! ge ‘Gown Book"’ with 
sample training checked. 


Gown Designing 
ail “OO and Creating 
Millinery 
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; Play anyithing—jazz to classical! Even if a 
Tit nave your fingers dancing over the 
J > ) j yboard with confidence in 90 days a 
i - ify an hum or whistle a tune 
WN play it! My students are po 
Sy fnaking money. MAKE ME PROVE IT! 
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at a regular job than in selling stories just 
now and then. But when Bill came home 
one summer evening and joyfully told me 
that he had heard of a rather good job 
in a fine publishing firm, that he had gone 
around to get particulars, and they wanted 


to see me, my heart failed me for a bit, as 
I put the children to bed 

After all, they were such babies! Though 
they would be in kindergarten in the fall for 


day, it didn’t seem as though 
them, turn them over to 
somebody else, even their grandmother, who 
adored them. I didn’t want someone else 
to train and care for my babies. I couldn't 
give them up 


DID, though! My mother agreed to hold 

the fort and I took the job. It didn’t 
carry an enormous salary, but it Was a com- 
fort to have a more regular income than I 
had been able to make with my occasional 
stories and articles. The work was pleasant, 
my bright and congenial young 
people, whom I found delightfully stimulat- 
ing 


half of each 
I could leave 


associates 


No wonder Bill came home gay every 
evening I felt gay, too, being with such 
alert young creatures, lunching with them, 
exchanging ideas, laughing over things to- 
gether. Since the advent of the children I 
had had absolutely no social life outside my 
own home, where I appeared as a _har- 
assed hostess with maternal duties on the 
side. Though I was still the mother ram- 
pant, so far as my feeling for the children 


was concerned, it was delightful to get away 
from them and be with people in this much 
more carefree way. I had been housekeeper 
and nurse without vacation for so long that 
this job seemed like the height of dissipation 
for me 

I might have had many more good times 
with my new associates if I had not always 
felt that I must dash for the five-fifteen 
train, to get home in time to bathe the 
youngsters, put them to bed, and help with 
the housework. Mother pluckily determined 


to do without a maid, since my salary at 
first was not large, and my clothes and 
lunches cost something 

I still loved my little home, and my old 
tasks. I used to dust and iron, polish silver 


and mend, long after the children and mother 
were in bed. But I now had the satisfaction 
of feeling that we were keeping up with our 
expenses, getting a little ahead, in fact. 

While I had no real love for Bill any 
more, I still did not dislike him. I was too 
busy and too tired to be acutely unhappy 
very often. One has bad times, of course. 
Bill had proved himself utterly disappointing 
as a husband, in many ways. He had not 
advanced in his work much, though his 
associates and college mates were, almost to 
a man, going steadily forward in their vari- 
ous proltessions 

He was selfish and inconsiderate, but only 
as any irresponsible child is selfish and in- 
considerate. I always knew he never meant 
to be anything but tender and kind. He 
admitted he was lazy, and always was just 
on the verge of bracing up and doing some- 
thing wonderful to make a barrel of money. 
Bill's promises now neither angered nor 
saddened me; I knew he meant to do better. 


I think I began to feel like Bill's mother, 
rather than his wife. 
E NEVER quarreled. Through ten 
years we never had a real row. That 


is something to remember. Bill was almost 
always gay and talkative, singing, playing 
the piano for hours at a time, proud as punch 
of the children, but he simply would not cut 
the grass, stoke the furnace or shovel the 
snow. He did love us all, enthusiastically, 
and he was as happy as a skylark until he 
made the unhappy discovery that I did not 
love him any more. 

I had been glad that Bill found so much 
happiness in our home life. I had responded 


as heartily as possible to all his enthusiasms, 


done my honest best to carry on, even 
though I often could not help comparing 
Bill with other husbands, grown-up ones, 
whose wives didn’t have things quite so 
hard as I did. I used to feel that I could 
love any man who would just take care 
ol me, and furnish enough money to pay 


the bills without my having to have a job, 

too 
But 

because I 


I never voiced these thoughts to Bill, 
did not blame him for our sorry 
situation. Poor Bill! He had lived at home 
before he married me, and had known as 
little of the cost of maintaining even a very 
modest establishment as I had. I knew it 
had been hard for him to have a wife who 
was always tired and always shabby and 
who never could go out with him after her 
wedding clothes wore out. He had looked 
for something far, far happier in marriage, 
just as I had. Certainly I never could have 
told him that I was deathly sick of it all, 
that I was simply carrying on and pretend- 
ing to be happy through an inborn sense 
of duty or conventionality. 

It happened this way. We had friends at 
the house one evening, and the talk ran on 
the recent suicide of a man we had all 
known, a very gifted man. 

“Well, I suppose everybody contemplates 
suicide at some time or other, under great 
unhappiness,” said one. 

“I never have, and 
said. “I love life. I could never dream 
of wishing to end it. Could you, Mary?” 
and he turned directly to me 

“I have, several times,” I confessed. 

“Not since you’ve been married?” Bill 
said incredulously. He looked horrified, as 
though he had discovered that I had some 
terrible disease. 

I evaded a reply then, but after our friends 
had gone Bill pinned me down 

“When did you _ contemplate 
Mary ?” 


never could,” Bill 


suicide, 


"" ELL last winter, if you must know. 
I suppose I was rather run down and 
tired at the time, and I was worried about 


bills, and it just seemed to me that I 
couldn't go on any longer.” 
I didn’t tell Bill, even then, but it had 


been at a time when he got me a handsome 
set of books for my birthday, and the next 
month the bill had come in. 

“You mean to say you could have killed 
yourself and left your two little boys!” 

“No, I meant to take them too. Of course 
you know I wouldn't leave them.” 

“Then you don’t love me! You couldn't 
have had such a thought, Mary, if you loved 
me. I wonder if you ever loved me?” 

I began to wonder myself. It was then 
that I began to realize that even in the 
beginning when I had thought myself most 
in love with Bill, I had really been in love 
with romance, the idea of love and mar- 
riage, always so enchanting to the normal 
girl. But it had not been enchanting. Ac- 
tually, it had been a dismal grind of work, 
a ceaseless worry about finances, though 
heaven knows I had been guilty of no ex- 
travagances, and through it all had been an 
undercurrent of disappointment. I had never 
wished I could change Bill, but I had often 
wished I had never met him. 

The months that followed Bill’s unhappy 
discovery that I wasn’t happy were odd. 
I was always trying to persuade him that 
I wasn’t nearly as unhappy as he thought, 
trying to.comfort him, praise him, but he 
fell into the deepest gloom. Evenings and 
Sundays he would sit for hours silently 
staring into the fireplace, looking so hurt 
and miserable that it wrung my heart. Poor 
dear! He really was suffering, for he had 
believed himself capable of making me radi- 
antly happy He loved happiness, had 
wanted to give it to me. And now he 


realized for the first time that he had failed. 
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It was not merely that the knowledge hurt 
his self-esteem; he really loved me enough 
to be sorry for what I had missed, to mourn 
for the happiness I had never had. 

But every mood passes. Bill's sad mood 
passed. Life went on as before, busy from 
morning till night, with extra jobs on Sun- 
days and holidays. I got a better position, 
at seventy-five dollars a week, and the reliet 
from financial strain was so great that I 
felt ten years younger. Even without a 
satisfactory love life, which I believe people 
all crave and actually need, it is much 
easier to be gay and simulate content when 
one has a few decent clothes and no unpaid 
bills. It seemed worth while to me to carry 
on as we were for the sake of our children, 
our unbroken home life 

And then, Bill told 
another woman. 

I suppose it would have broken my heart 
if I had loved him terribly. Yet I believe 
that many women who think their hearts 
are broken when they learn that there is 
another woman, really do not love their 
husbands any more than I loved Bill. Yet 
they either have hysterics, or grow bitter 
and ugly and try to make it as difficult as 
possible for the husband and the other wo- 
man. Why not look the situation squarely 
in the face and say, “Well, it is true, I 
have not really loved him for a long time, 
so of course I have not made him happy. 
This other woman does make him happy, 
so I can cheerfully turn him over to her.” 


me that there was 


T HURTS, of course, to see an apparently 

happy home broken, as it must be when 
one member departs from its circle. It 
hurts to have strangers talking over one’s 
private affairs. It hurt me very much to 
have old friends call Bill names. For he 
isn’t a rotter; he isn’t a bounder! Nobody 
could have lived with him for so long as 
I did without knowing how dear he is in 
many ways, how fine and idealistic. 

I cannot feel that I was a mean-spirited, 
grasping creature because I happen to like 


an orderly, fairly conventional home and 
good credit in the community; and I do 
not feel that Bill was a dog because he 


never cared where or how he lived or when, 
ii ever, the bills were paid. I can see that 
he would have played his réle of husband 
better with some other type of leading 
woman. 

Yes, I was as unsuitable a wife for Bill 
as he was an unsuitable husband for me. It 
was just a case of mighty poor marksman- 
ship on the part of the little blind god. I 
was willing to admit the fact, and ready to 
give him my sincere blessing as he went 
from me to another woman. He has never 
married her but I wish he had. 


There have been several other women. 
And Bill has told me about every one of 
them. I think I serve as a sort of sym- 


pathetic maiden aunt to Bill. He loves me 
with a little-boy kind of affection, and comes 
to confide in me as naturally as to a mother; 
only one does not, presumably, tell a mother 
all about one’s various lady loves. 

I have met one and rather liked her. 
That was when Bill was injured in an auto- 
mobile accident, and a man friend told me 
he had been taken to a certain hopsital. I 
went to the hospital, got Bill out of the 
ward and into a private room, and wired 
to the lady he was interested in at the time 
to come at once. We met at Bill’s bedside 
two days later, and during his convalescence 
grew to be very good friends. 


LIKED her for being so sweet to Bill, 

and not caring because he had no money. 
I was as sorry as he, I think, when she 
married somebody else. I should be honestly 
glad if a letter came soon telling me that 
he is happily married. 

I like Bill too well to enjoy thinking of 
his living out his life in loneliness. I know 
too much about loneliness, myself. 
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Can a Fat Girl 
Hold a Man’s Love? 


[Continued from page 55] 


All because I was so fat. 
Nobody loved a fat lady ! > 

How hard I tried to reduce! There is 
nothing that was ever invented, or advertised 
that I haven't tried! I’ve tried them all, 
both separately and all together 

I've fasted until the delicious 
roasting chicken would almost make me 
faint, until dark rings would come under my 
eyes, until I was so irritable that even poor 
little Junior would have to run away and 
cry. But I could never stand it long enough 
to cause any noticeable difference. 


lonesome I was! 


aroma of a 


‘VE used all the drugs and devices on the 
market. Some of them helped, but only a 
very little. Such things are slow and I was 
in a hurry. While I was waiting for results, 
somebody might be making off with my 
husband, without whom I could not live 
I've tried hypodermic shots of thyroid. 
How they hurt me and what good did they 
ever do? 
I've tried 
reliable way 


what is no doubt the only 
dieting. I've lived on spinach, 


‘spinach, spinach, until Charles's disgusted re- 


marks about “sitting across the table from 
a cow eating hay” put a stop to that. That’s 
the main trouble with dieting I think. The 
rest of the family doesn't like Half the 
pleasure in eating good things is in having 
some one to share them with you. And 
oh, you other fat women, isn’t it hard to 
diet when you have a family to cook for? 
Maybe it’s different if you have servants, 
who will bring you only what you should 
have. But, try as I would, I'd find myself 
popping little morsels into my mouth, and 
a series of little morsels soon turns into a 
surplus, when you are trying to diet. 

I tried exercise and found that I was re- 
markably active in spite of my bulk. I’m 
not so old, you know, only twenty-six, and 
have always been able to get about my 
work as fast as anybody. But exercise made 
me hungrier. I'd walk a mile, and then 


come home and eat away the benefit. So I 
gave that up, too, after a time. 
I can never forget that dreary gray day, 


last November, when my husband first hinted 
for a divorce. I was at my usual place in 
the breakfast nook, and I know I was a 
sight, for my eyes were red with weeping, 
and tears were furrowing ridiculously down 
my cheeks. Did you ever see a fat woman 
cry tears of self-pity? 1 knew what I 
looked like, for I could see my face reflected 
in the window-pane. Charles had been later 
than ever the night before and my nerves 
were in such a state from all the anxiety, 
plus the torture that I'd been putting my 
bedy through, that self-control was impos- 
sible. Charles looked at me half-pityingly, 
half-disgustedly, while Junior, beside him, 
expressed himself with nine-year-old candor. 

“Poor Mother! She cries all the time. 
Doesn't she look funny when she’s crying, 
Dad?” he said. 

Charles did not answer the boy’s 
outright. 


question 


NSTEAD he said to me: “Flo, did it ever 

occur to you that we might be happier 
if we lived apart?” 

That was the blackest day of my life. I 
might have killed myself if it hadn’t been 
for Junior. I had to live to take care of 
him. And after all it was Junior who 
showed me the way out of my trouble. 

Junior came home from school one day 
for Charles 
again that morning. 


and found me in the usual tears, 
had hurt my feelings 
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I took the child in my arms and hugged 
him, to comfort myself. He cuddled up to 
me affectionately, and swiped at my eyes 
with his grubby handkerchief 

“Mother,” he said suddenly, staring up into 
my face, “do you know you have the long- 
est eyelashes in the world, I think. And 
you don’t have to blacken them, either, 
do you?” 

I looked into a mirror. Yes, I did have 
beautiful eyelashes—-Charles had told me 
that long I had always had bright 
eyes, too, and they are an odd color, neither 
blue nor green. They had used to sparkle 
so, for I had been full of fun, before all 
this reducing agony came up. ‘%3ut what 
did long eyelashes and sea-green eyes matter 
to a fat woman? She might as well be 
cross-eyed, mightn’t she? 

However, it set me to thinking, and that 
night I received some more enlightenment. 

I had a friend in the neighborhood who 
was a sort of special police-woman for the 
city She went about to certain rather 
ordinary dance-halls in the city, to make 
sure there was no drinking and that every- 
thing was orderly. I think she more than 
suspected that I was unhappy, and wished to 
do something to cheer me up. However, 
she came and coaxed me to go with her on 
her round of dance-halls one night. 

“It'll do you good. You'll really see some 
very amusing things, and you stay at home 
so much, Flo.” 


ago. 


UST as she had promised, I saw many 

interesting incidents. But the most in- 
teresting of all to me came about midnight, 
in a dance-hal! down close to the water- 
front. 

What I saw was a fat girl. 
having a good time! 

I watched her breathlessly. How in the 
world did she do it? And then I began to 
discover. 

The girl could flirt. A _ little crudely, 
perhaps, but that was all right in the class 
of society to which she belonged. She 
could make her eyes say things that brought 
partner after partner to her side: Then 


A fat girl, 


she talked. I couldn’t hear her, but I could 
see her partners laughing uproariously. She 
could laugh herself, so infectiously that 


people turned to look. She could dance too. 
There wasn’t a skinny girl on that floor who 
could do any better. 

I was astonished, 
finding out her secret 
of women, a good sport. 


but I wasn’t long in 
She was that rarest 
She might be fat, 


but she was game for anything. She kept 
them amused. 
Then and there I formed a great resolve, 


one that has saved my life and happiness. 
Had I no feminine charm just because I 


was so superlatively fat? What about that 
white, smooth skin, those little, soft, doll- 
baby hands and feet? How about the 
dimples in the elbows to say nothing of 
dimpled cheeks? You notice I am handing 
myself quite a few bouquets? Well, isn’t 


too much conceit better than not enough? 

With a little care, and maybe a slight 
touching up my hair would look like curls 
of spun gold. I practised with rouge and 
lip-stick, not so much as the girl in the 
dance-hall had used, but enough to make 
an awfully big improvement. 

I got new clothes and my, what a time 
I had, to talk that stubborn dressmaker out 
of making me look like a tent with a head 
on it. The idea that a fat lady must al- 
ways cover herself all up is really just an- 
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other of those notions! When you're as 
fat as I am, why try to camouflage it? 

One of the dresses I'll tell you about. It 
is of pale blue, and it flutters and floats 
everywhere. It has rhinestones around the 
neck and it is sleeveless. Around my wrists 
I wear ruchings of blue, with a row of the 
sparklers. Do I look like a mountain in 
it? Certainly, but I also look like a big, 
blonde, rosy-checked baby-doll. 


GOT so interested in my schemes that I 

forgot to cry any more. Crying wasn’t 
part of my plans for the future anyhow. 
Now I thought all day of the funny things 
I was going to say when I got the chance. 
Sometimes, even in the middle of the night, 
I'd wake up and think of something, and 
I'd laugh and laugh to myself. 

Maybe Charles didn’t notice the change, 
but I think he did. He said no more about 
a separation. And once, when he came 
home and found me puffing daintily at a 
cigarette, he batted his eyes in surprise. 

“IT didn’t know you smoked,” he said. 

“All women do, now, don’t they?” I 
asked. But I didn’t tell him that was only 
the third cigarette I had ever smoked. 

He always lit one for me, after dinner, 
from then on. He was pretty skilful too. 
He didn’t burn my eyelashes, although I’ve 
told you how long they are. Some men 
don’t like their wives to smoke, but I’ve 
noticed they are always the sort who enjoy 
seeing some other man’s wife with a cigar- 
ette between her lips. Charles thinks it is 
terribly devilish and cute to see a woman 
smoke. If he likes it, I can stand it. 

When I sprang it on Charles that I wanted 
to go to the next dance of the Associated 
Salesmen, he was very dubious, at first. 
But when I convinced him that I was 
determined to go, he reluctantly gave in. 

It was to be a costume dance, and I al- 
most wracked my brains to think of some- 
thing to wear. 

There was no use in going as a little 
fairy, a willowy queen, a Spanish sefiorita. 
I wasn’t built for those! But I could give 
‘em a good laugh, couldn't I? 

So, first I took red hair from a kewpie 
doll, and sewed it so it stuck out all around 


a little red tam o’shanter, but I took care 


that my own blond locks were perfectly 
dressed, underneath. I'd have to unmask, 
some time. ‘Then, I painted a black eye and 
a red nose over my other make-up. A 
tight sweater and tight, short skirt, and 
socks with the stripes running around. I'll 
wager I am the biggest Bowery queen that 
ever sang, “Down by the Winegar Works,” 
which I practised singing before the mirror. 
You're right, I was a scream, and what I 
didn’t look, I acted. I was the naughtiest 
person at the dance, and I had the most 
fun and attention. 

But my biggest triumph was that my 
husband refused to allow me out of his 
sight. Yes, he was proud of me. All the 
way home, he kept complimenting me on 
the way I had gotten away with i 

“Flo, I didn’t think you had it in you. 
I didn’t know you could be such a good 
mixer. Why, with a wife like you, a fellow 
need never be bored. He can get clear to 
the top, in the business world. 

“I was disappointed in you. I thought 
there was no life left in you because you 
always wanted to stay home and were con- 
stantly worrying about your fat. I didn't 
dream you could be like this but I think 
I'd better keep my eye on you, my dear. 
Judging from the way the men hung around 
you tonight, I'll be losing you if I don't 
watch my step.” 

When he took me into his arms and 
planted a kiss on my made-up black eye, I 
knew that I had won the battle. I need 
never worry again about keeping my hus- 
band, even if I should get to weigh five 
hundred, which I hope I never will. 


ND that’s the moral of this speech. You 

fat women, did you ever stop to think 
that it might not be your fat, but your lack 
of pep, that is driving your husbands away 
from you? Your tears, your infernal re- 
ducing, your inability to be a good mixer, 
maybe just your dull stupidity? Reduce 
if you can. I think everybody should try, 
but if you can’t, then try my way. You 
won't lose anything by it, in any event. 
And you might win as I have done. 


Loyalty 


[Continued from page 41] 


No first night had been complete without 
him gracing seat Al. And head waiters 
had piloted him naturally to a ringside sup- 
per club table, as they bestowed their jack- 
knife bows. He had skimmed the cream of 
life before he reached the backwaters. 


T WAS difficult to be cheerful but I made 
the feeble attempt. “Soon you will be 
back in the midst of things,” I ventured. 
“I hope so,” he replied with a wan smile. 
But don’t pity me too much, old friend,” 
he finally said. “In this life we get a few 
bad cards along with the good. Just now 
I happen to be holding a bad hand.” 

The door to the sleeping porch opened 
just then and a middle-aged man whom I 
instantly recognized as a waiter at the club 
where my friend had lived approached with 
a light blanket. An evening chill was 
springing up. He placed the blanket over 
the emaciated figure and quietly departed. 

“That’s Timkins!” said my friend. “You 
remember him at the club?” 

I nodded, and remarked: “You were 
fortunate to be able to bring him out here.” 

Then came the story. 

Timkins had served my friend for nine 
years in his prosperity. Three weeks after 
his master had reached Arizona, Timkins 
arrived. He had not been sent for. He 
merely came. He refused to be com- 


pensated. He knew his master was broke 
and perhaps dying, alone and friendless. 
“You hear from Broadway often?” I 
asked of the sick man. 
“Not a line since I have been here,” he 


replied. “Broadway soon forgets.” 

“But Timkins did not forget!” 

“No, old Timkins never forgot,” he said 
and tears brimmed his eyes. “I had to 


come out here in the wilderness to learn 
there was such a thing as loyalty. The 
worst of it is I used to abuse Timkins when 
I had my bad mornings.” 


S I neared my automobile, Timkins 
stood to one side to bow me away. 

“I want to shake hands with a real man,” 
I said. 

“Thank you, sir,” was the reply. “I am 
glad you came. He has been mighty lonely, 
sir. It will not be long now. He grows 
weaker each day. I shall be with him 
until the last. If you should think, sir, 
would you mind mailing a few New York 
newspapers out here? I have so little to 
read to him, and he misses those he thought 
were his friends so.” 

Turning a bend in the road, I glanced 
back. Timkins stood framed in the door- 
way of the lonely shack, a living monument 
to me of the sort of loyalty the world 
knows very little about. 
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Now the Party 
Can Start 
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The crowd's all here. 
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| Violet giggled 


| of events that had 


One Fleeting Moment of Glory 


(Continued from page 18) 


weren't that I 
I'd chuck the 


If it 
declare 


drink like hogs. 
need the mop I 
whole business.’ 
“Chuck it?” Violet sneered. 
you would! Only the other day 
thanking your stars you had it.” 
“I know it,” I agreed. “But I loathe it 
| just the same, so let’s talk about something 
else 
I do 
strain. 
made 
once 


and 


“Like fun 
you were 


why I went on in this 
man I had just met had 
mode of life, for all at 
Yet I was chained to it. 

“Perhaps something new’s coming your 
way, kid. Maybe it’s Angel Face. Keep 
your eyes wide open at his joint tonight and 
tell me what happens.” 


not know 
Perhaps the 
me hate my 
I did hate it 


As HING’S going to happen!” I said. 
“I am just going for the fun of a new 
experience.” 

I knew I was lying, but I did not care. 

“Watch out that you don’t get religion!” 
“Angel Face may try to save 
your soul, you know.” 

“Don’t be such a fool!” 
make me sick, Vi!” 

“Thanks!” she retorted. 
make you a bit sicker than you make me.” 

Then we stopped talking for a while. And 
in the silence I remembered the curious course 
brought me to the city 
and led to my meeting with Angel Face. 

I had been in New York for a year before 
I met him. I had come to make money, 
also to get away from Hillville where I was 
born and reared. 

Hillville is away up in the mountains and 
it is the dullest, deadest place in the world. 
Twenty miles from it is Patenburg, where 
I went to High School. Later I used to go 
there sometimes with the boys to a movie. 
It was at the only cabaret show in the place 
that I first met Violet Henderson. 

It was her last night in Patenburg, as she 
was leaving for New York the next day. 
One of the boys scraped an acquaintance 
with her and asked her to come over to our 
table. She and I got to talking and when 
she heard that I could sing—I had sung in 
our village choir for a couple of years—she 
said I was a fool to stay out in the coun- 
try when I could go to a big city. 

Violet Henderson is the kind of girl one 
gets acquainted with easily and before we 
parted that night she had promised to look 
for something in New York for me 

She kept her word. Three months later 
she wrote me that there was a place for me 
in the cabaret where she sang. My mother 
cried when I told her I was going away, but 
I promised to send her and my invalid sister 
much more money than I had ever brought 
home to her, but it seemed that I could 
never send as much as I wanted to. I had 
to dress well to keep the kind of a job I 
had at the cabaret. 


I exclaimed. “You 


“T guess I don’t 


HEN I promised Mr. Boynton to 
sing at his mission, it never occurred 
| to me that the kind of clothes I wore at my 
regular job would look queer down there. 
Mr. Boynton and his sister had their mis- 
sion in what must once have been a com- 
fortable private house, but the neighborhood 
was terrible. I climbed the high front steps 
and rang the bell and the minister himself 
| opened the door. 
| “Oh, Miss Everett!” he said in that kind 
voice of his. “It is very good of you to 
come so promptly.” Then, still holding my 


hand, he turned to a woman who stood 
right behind him “Sarah, this is Miss 
Everett, of whom I told you. Miss Everett, 


| this is my sister.” 
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Miss Boynton was as cordial as her 
brother. “Won't you come up to my room 
and take off »our coat?” she asked 

I followed her up the stairs, feeling like a 
cat in a strange garret. As I passed the big 
parlor and looked in I saw a lot of shabby 
people already sitting there. I thought they 
must be glad to come into this warm house 
from the bitter cold outside. I was sorry 
I had come, until I remembered the greet- 
ing Mr. Boynton had given me. When I 
thought of that I was willing to do anything 
for him. 

When I took off my coat in Miss Boyn- 
ton’s room I realized that my dress was all 
wrong here in this place. It was short, of 
course,—pale blue with lots of ruffles on it 
to make it look fluffy when I sang or danced, 
and the neck was cut rather low. My hat 
was a small white turban which I had 
thought very becoming, but it was not the 
thing to wear in front of that crowd of 
poor people from the lower East Side. 

“T am afraid,” I said, “that perhaps I’d 
best not stay and sing. You see, I have to 
wear these clothes for my uptown show, but 
they look queer here, don’t they?” 

Miss Boynton spoke very gently. “They 
are very becoming, but if you would feel 
more comfortable I can lend you a little 
dark blue cape I have.” 

She went to a closet and returned with 
a soft, dark silk wrap which she threw 
around me, patting my shoulder affection- 
ately as she did so. 

“You are so pretty that you look lovely 
even in that old cape of mine,” she said. 

I surveyed myself in her mirror. “But 
this hat”—— I began, then to spare her the 
bother of saying anything about it I pulled 
it off. My hair was bobbed and waved. 
mY J HAT pretty hair you have!” she ex- 

claimed. “My dear, you look like a 
sweet little girl. In fact, I think that is just 
what you are.” 


A sweet little girl! Somehow I wanted to 


cry. I, a singer in a cheap cabaret! I who 
had been talking only a few hours ago of 
there being nothing in this “keeping- 
straight” game! But I did not cry. I 
laughed. 

“T am no youngster!” I said. “I was 
twenty-three my last birthday.” 

“Twenty-three! That is very young. I 


” 


am forty-three. 

She looked it. Her hair was gray and 
brushed back smoothly from her face and 
her eyes were tired. “I am seven years older 
than my brother,” she added. 

I noticed that her brother had the same 
tired look that she had when we met him 
in the lower hall a few minutes later, but 
when he smiled a light came to his eyes 
and his whole face changed 

I sat down at one side 
something from the Bible. I did not pay 
much attention to what it was. I was too 
busy looking at him and thinking of him to 
hear what he was reading. I had heard of 
people being hypnotized. I wondered if I 
was hypnotized. Then I told myself that 
I was a fool 

I suppose I was, but if so I was never that 
kind of a fool before and I never will be 
again. 

When Paul Boynton asked me to sing the 
two hymns he had selected for me, I sang 
them only for him. I didn’t see those gap- 


while he read 


ing, staring men and women, dirty and 
shabby, some of the women with babies in 
their arms. I saw only the man who sat 


at one side of the room, in the shadow of 
a screen that hid him from the people. I 
guess he thought it hid him from me, too, 
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but it didn’t. I saw him lean forward with 
his elbows on his knees and bury his face 
in his hands. 

And all at once I knew that he was pray- 
ing. Perhaps he was praying for me. 
felt dizzy at the thought. He cared enough 
for me to pray for me! As I sang the last 
verse of the second hymn I forgot every- 
thing except that I, too, seemed to be pray- 
ing for him. 

I came to myself with a start. Miss Boyn- 
ton had been playing my accompaniment. 
As she struck the last chords I started and 
looked about me. Some of the poor women 
were crying softly. Two or three of the 
men who looked like tramps were blowing 
their noses. A moment later the minister's 
sister was leading me from the room. She 
had asked if I cared to stay during the rest 
of the service, but I shook my head. I 
wanted to get away by myself and think. 

She went as far as the foot of the stairs 
with me, then returned to the meeting. I 
went on up to her room alone. When I 
looked in the mirror I noticed that under 
the rouge my face was white. I must put 
on more color before I did my turn uptown. 

Suddenly I had a shuddering sense of re- 
vulsion against the cabaret, the man who 
ran it, the people who would be sitting there 
at the tables, drinking, laughing and ap- 
plauding me. They would be drinking 
liquor poured from coffee pots into thick 
coffee cups. I hated them all and the 
things they did. How could I go back there 
now ? 

But I must! I was engaged tby the week 
and my week would not be up until the day 
after tomorrow. 


WHEN I came out of Miss Boynton’s 
bedroom, the services downstairs were 
over and the people were leaving. I sat 
down at the head of the stairs to wait until 
they should all be gone. And, as I waited 
there, Mr. Boynton passing through the 
lower hall glanced up and saw me. Without 
an instant’s hesitation he ran up and stood 
at my side. 

“Miss Everett,” he said, “you have done 
us a great favor tonight.” 

“I was glad to,” I said. 

Again I had that absurd inclination to 
cry. I felt the tears sting my eyelids. The 
man saw them and came close to me. 

“Child,” he said, “you are unhappy! I 
know you are. I knew it as soon as I saw 
you this afternoon. I knew it even better 
when I heard you sing. You do not belong 
in the life you are living. Go away from it 
before it is too late. You should not be 
here in New York, making your living as 
you are doing. Forgive me for saying it, 
dear child, but you are too pretty, too pure 
and good.” 

“Oh, no!” I tried to interrupt him, but he 
seemed not to hear me. 

“You do not belong here. 
home elsewhere, haven’t you?” 

I could only nod. If I had spoken then 
I would have sobbed. I wanted to put my 
head on his shoulder and cry as I had not 
cried since I was a little girl. 


You have a 


“Go back home, child,” he said. “Will 
you promise to do this for me?” 
“For you?” I managed to gasp. “Do you 


mean that?” 

“Ves.” He was gazing steadily at me. 

“Do you mean that?” I said. “Do you 
mean that if I give up my job uptown it 
will be for you? Do you mean”— 

“Yes, for me, as God’s servant,” he said. 
“In other words, for God and yourself, 
child—now while there is yet time. You 
will go? You will promise me to go back 
home ?” 

I nodded. The queer strained look went 
out of his face and he smiled. 

“Soon?” he said. 

Again I nodded. 

“You can!” he insisted. 


“Tf I can.” 
“Ts there any way 


in which I can help you? 
tell me.” 

“T will have to think about it,” I said. 
“I ought not to promise to go away at 
once. It would not be honest. I have to 
stay until the end of the week. You see I 
am bound to do that or break my word to 


the boss.” 


O,” HE said gently, “you cannot break 

your word or your contract. But 
will you come to see me or let me have a 
talk with you at the end of your time at the 
cabaret? When will that be?” 

“The day after tomorrow.” 

“Very well. Telephone down here then, 
and let us arrange about your getting home. 
Will you?” 

Again his eyes were looking through me. 

“If I leave my job,” I said, “it will be 
because you asked me.” 

I hurried past him, down stairs to the 
door. 

I do not know just how I got through 
that evening at the cabaret. I do not re- 


If so, please 


member much about it except that every- | 


where I looked I saw Paul Boynton’s 
and heard his voice. 
wanted to see and hear them until I could 
meet him again. 
that I stop the kind of life I was now lead- 
ing. I did not care. I would do whatever 
he told me to do. 

“What ails you?” Violet asked the follow- 
ing day. “Did you get religion down there 
that you’re so mum about what happened 
at Angel Face’s Mission? Something cer- 
tainly has made a change in you. And you 
ran off home last night without waiting to 
say good night to anybody. The boss was 
looking everywhere for you.” 


eyes 


“What did he want?” I asked. I was 
thankful not to have to reply to her 
question. 

“Search me!” she said. “Whatever it was, 


he'll tell you tonight. By the way, he did 
say that your singing last evening made a 
hit. He didn’t throw any compliments like 
that in my direction.” 

What difference did his compliments make 
to me now? I knew he admired me. I had 
even wondered if I could ever bring my- 
self to accept the favors he tried occasion- 
ally to thrust upon me. Now I shuddered at 
the thought. 

I was going to leave all this kind of thing. 
I would do something decent with my life, 
something to show the man who filled my 
thoughts that I was willing to sacrifice 
everything for him. 

I fancy I was insane that day, in fact now 
I know I was. I even forgot the need of 
money, forgot everything but Paul Boyn- 
ton’s face and voice. 

I shrank from returning to the cabaret 
that night. When the time came for me to 
start out for my job, I closed the door of 
the lodging-house behind me with a sinking 
heart. The weather was deadly cold and 
snow was beginning to fall. 


SHIVER ran through me as I turned 

towards the subway. In twenty min- 
utes I would be in the cabaret. If I could 
only stay away! 

But I had promised the boss. 

Promised! Someone was always making 
me promise something! Only last night I 
had promised that I would go home or do 
whatever Paul Boynton wanted me to do 

I had reached the subway steps. A boy 
with an extra almost ran into me. I bought 
a paper from him to get my mind off of | 
the subject on which it was going wild. 

Some headlines from the front page 
stared up at me. 

“Mrsstonary on East Sipe.” 

I clutched the paper tightly so that it 
would not tremble so. I must read it. I 
must ! 

There was not much to read. Only a few 
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I was glad I did. I | 


He would probably insist | 
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lines telling that the Reverend Paul Boynton 
who conducted a downtown mission had 
been struck by a motor-van at noon. A 
child had run out into the middle of the 
street. The man saw the van coming, and 
sprang forward He had slipped on the 
snow and fallen right in front the huge 
truck. He was dead when picked up. The 
child was not injured. 


ol 


- IS strange how little I recall of that 
evening. The part that stands out most 
clearly in my mind that after my last 
song the manager followed me into the hall 
back the restaurant. He had never be- 
fore been as polite to me he was now. 

“My dear,” he said, “you've been wonder- 
ful tonight! You're always charming, of 
course, but you've never had as much dash 
and pep as you have this evening. You 
look difierent somehow—even prettier than 
usual. You're making good all right, girl! 
You've gone way ahead of your pal, Violet. 
She’s stale stuff compared to you.” 


is 


as 


I heard myself say, “Thank you.” 
| “I say,” he went on, evidently determined 
| to make me show some feeling, “make your 


plans to go to supper with me tomorrow 
night after the performance and we'll talk 
about a musical comedy I’m interested in. 
A good singer and dancer is needed for it. 
You and I might be better friends than 
we are, you know.” 

“IT know we might,” 
him 

“What's your hurry?” 


I said, turning from 


he asked. 


“T have a date with Vi and a couple of 
her friends,” I explained. “They'll be wait- 
ing for me.” 

“Well, see you don’t make a date for to- 
morrow night with anybody but me,” he in- 
sisted. “You stick by me, and it'll be money 
in your pocket, a bigger salary and lots on 
the side. See? Don't that sound good?” 

“Money always sounds good!” I 
claimed. “It’s what I’m after, and it’s 
I've got to have!” 

‘Good for you!” 
a bargain?” 

“Ves,” I said, “i 


ex- 
what 
he chuckled. “Then it’s 
t’s a bargain.” 


as good as his word. 
andédmy own 


The boss has been 
I have a generous salary now, 
flat. 

I do not see Violet Henderson often but 


when I do meet her, she likes to talk over 
what she calls “old times.” She says it 
“brings those days back” to her. I do not 


want them brought back to me. 

So, when she said tonight, “By the way, 
Madge, I wonder what ever became of your 
friend Angel Face?” I looked at her steadily 
and said: 

“T have not the least 
talking about, Violet.” 


idea what you're 


She shrugged her shoulders. “Gee! since 
you've risen in the world you've forgotten 
a lot of things, haven't you?” 

“Ves,” I said, “I have forgotten a lot of 
things.” 

But there are some I can never forget, 


although I wish I could! 


RE you one of the girls who boast that you can do anything any other girl can 


do because you know how to take care of yourself. I was! 
notion of letting any man boss me—not even the man I was engaged to! 


I had no 
But 


I'll tell you in February SMart Set how and why I decided it might be well to 
love, honor, and obey, or at least to listen to advice, as a safeguard against 
further “‘misconduct.” 


The Wrong 


Santa Claus 


[Continued from page 64] 


party’s over.’ That’s just what he said to 
me, and then he went down the line takin’ 
his dollar apiece from the rest o’ the crowd. 

“I been sittin’ around here all morning 
thinkin’ about that lucky break, and won- 
derin’ what I’d do to square myself with 
the luck that saved me from losin’ all that 
money I just had a hunch. How much 
would you ‘a got fer playin’ here if the 
theater hadn't burned down?” 

“We were guaranteed nine hundred,” 
Shorty said. 


“Will you go through your show tonight 

I give you that much?” Otis asked. 

“Will we go through it?” Shorty gasped. 
“Say, mister, if you're on the level about 
this we'll go through it twice if you say so. 
Once right side up and the second time 


walking on our hands.” 
“( NCE right side up will be enough,” Otis 
said. “This is my idea. The state 
orphan asylum is located out in the hills four 
miles west o’ here. They got a big hall there 
with a kind of a stage. It won’t have every- 
thing you need, prob’ly, but I reckon you 
can make-out somehow. I know the super- 
intendent and I'll make the arrangements. 
You come out tonight and give your show 
to them kids. I'll rustle around and get a 
tree fixed up that can be shoved out on to 
the stage. I'll get it all prettied up with 
lights and dingle-bats and things, and buy 
up a lot presents and candy and one 
thing or another that kids like. We'll get 
it out on to the stage when the show’s over, 
and that tenor singin’ feller you got with 
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Is 


you that always plays Santa Claus anyhow 
can come out dressed just as he is in the 
play and give away the stuff. You know, 
call up the kids and hand them the things 
himself. Say a little something special to 
each kid and all that kind o’ thing. You 
know what I mean! Give ’em a real bang- 
up Christmas shindig that'll make their 
little eyes pop out. What d’ya say?” 

R. OTIS,” Shorty said, “I know a lot 

of words, but the only two I can say 
that would mean anything right now are 
‘Yes’ and ‘Thanks.’ Consider them said!” 

This fellow Otis was a grand old sport. 
When he started anything he went through 
with it and did it right. He turned that 
little town upside down buying stuff for 
the party at the orphan asylum. What with 
opening up the stores to sell him things, 
gabbing about the fire, watching the show 
folks in town, and swapping rumors about 
the posses out hunting the dollar bandit, the 
natives had a Christmas Day that ought to 
stay clear in their memories for the rest of 
their lives. 

As ! look back at it I realize that the 
show we were giving was a pretty terrible 
thing, but it sure went over with a bang 
out at that orphan asylum. My, how those 
kids did eat it up! Bad as it was, it was 
at least pat for the occasion. The lead in 
the piece, the part George Hovey played, 
was Santa Claus. I was the fairy princess. 
The time was Christmas night, and the 
scenes were laid in Santa Claus land and 
the palace of the princess. We couldn’t get 
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all our scenery up on the little stage in the 
orphan asylum auditorium, but we com- 
bined what we could hang there with the 
little they had, and managed. 

After the show was over they rang down 
the curtain and started fixing up the stage 
with the Christmas tree and presents. When 
the tree was ready George Hovey, who was 
playing Santa Claus, was missing. I went 
to his dressing-room, which was just off- 
stage on the ground floor, and knocked. 
Santa Claus himself opened the door. 

“They're waiting for you,” I told him. 
“Oh, George, isn’t it a perfectly marvelous 
Christmas? You can’t tell me there isn’t 
any Santa Claus. He may not have long 
white whiskers like yours, but he does exist. 
Personally, I think he’s in the cattle busi- 
ness and masquerades under the name of 
Otis. Come on!” 

I took his hand to lead him out on to the 
stage, but he held back. I looked at him 
surprised, and a cold little ripple of fear 
ran up my back. Santa Claus put his arm 
around me suddenly, slipped me into the 
dressing room with one movement and shut 
the door. A strange voice came from among 
those voluminous white whiskers. 

“Steady, sister,” the strange voice said. 
“Don't yell. I’m not going to hurt you if 
you behave.” 

Then I saw a short, 
the hand of this Santa 
have been George Hovey and wasn’t. Then, 
in the corner of the dressing-room, I saw 
George in his underwear bound and gagged. 
The man in the Santa Claus get-up was 
talking. 

“Easy now, sister,” he was saying. “I 
don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to 
hurt anybody. That guy in the corner there 
ain’t hurt. He’s just helpless. I don’t want 
to do any damage to anybody, but I’m in a 
tight spot and I'll play rough if I have to. 
You going to behave?” 

I nodded. I couldn't speak. 


blue-barreled gun in 
Claus who should 


'M THE Jasper that stuck up that train 
the other night,” he went on. “You 
heard about it?” 

I nodded again. 

“They're right on top of me,” he said. 
“They’re somewhere outside there looking 
for me now. I got in here and hid in this 
room. This fellow came in and I just took 
what luck sent me and slid into his stuff. 
Now, then, tell me something! And talk to 
me in a whisper! What's going on here? 
What is all this shindig?” 

I told him. He chuckled. 

“What d’ya know?” he said softly. “Say, 
that’s a nice idea. Real party for the kids, 
eh? Well, now, we don’t want to have a 
bold, bad train robber and a lot of blood- 
thirsty man-hunters bust that up, do we?” 

“What are you going to do?” I whis- 
pered. I wasn’t a bit afraid of him. That 
struck me funny later on, but at the time 
I didn’t think of it. I was all tingly with 
the sense of adventure, and not one bit 
scared. 

“T ain't right sure, sister,” 
main idea to get away. Id like to do 
that without hurting anybody or messing 
up this nice party that you're giving to the 
kids, but——-” He shook his head and 
looked regretfully at the gun he held in his 
hand. “I don’t aim to be took. I ain't 
going to be took alive. If I have to fight 
there’s going to be a lot of damage done 
before I’m killed off. Do you get me?” 

I nodded. Outside there was a sudden 
babble of excited voices. The bandit took 
me by the shoulders and looked into my 
eyes. 

“That’ ne be some of the posse spreading 
the news,” he said. “What about this, sis- 
ter? Do I have to pump lead into a lot of 
decent men who are only trying to do their 
duty, and take the long chance of fighting 
my way clear? Or will you steer me along 


he said. “My 


1s 


and give me a chance without making 
trouble ?” 

“What shall I do?” I whispered. 

“T don’t know, sister,” he said. “You 
know this layout better than I do. You 
look bright and you don’t act panicky. | 


Give me your word that you'll do your best | 


to give me a running chance, and I'll give 
you my word that I'll keep this gun of 
mine quiet just as long as I can. Is that a/| 
bet ?” 

“It’s a bet,” I agreed. 

There was a knock on the door. I opened 
it a little way. Shorty Ebbett was stand- 
ing there. Behind him was a strange man 
with a rifle in his hand. They could see 
me, and behind me the bandit in George’s 
Santa Claus get-up. 

“Don’t get scared,” Shorty said. “This 
gentleman's one of the posse hunting that 
dollar bandit. They think they chased him 
into the grounds here, and this fellow’s just 
taking a look around to be sure he 
hiding inside any place.” 

“I haven’t got him in my 
I said. The man with the rifle grinned. 


*ORRY to bother you, miss,” he apolo- 


J gized. “Reckon he wouldn't take a 
chance on gettin’ this near a light. Just 
have to make sure, though.” 
He nodded to me and walked away. 
“The tree’s fixed, George,” Shorty said. 


“You ready ?” 

The bandit didn’t answer. I stood there 
thinking faster than I ever thought before 
in all my life. I remembered that George 
Hovey had been having a lot of trouble 
with his voice. It would crack suddenly at 
times, and for a little while he wouldn't be 
able to speak above a whisper. 

“George’s pipes have gone bad on him 
again, Shorty,” I said. “He's been spraying 
his throat, but it’s no use. He can hardly 
whisper.” 

“A fine time to lose it,” Shorty 
“Never mind, I'll get McCracken to put on 
his make-up and play Santy.” 

“Wait a minute, Shorty,” I said. 
got a better hunch. Let George here just 
give out the presents and I'll go out with 
hb ad do the talking. McCracken can't 
aa vorth a darn. I'll kid the young- 
sters along and give them a good time.” 

“All right,” Shorty said, “come 
then! Hurry up and get going ! 

“Go ahead,” I said. “We'll be right with | 
you!” 

I shut the dressing-room door and faced 
the bandit. 

“Follow me,” I said. “Do what I tell 
you. You'll have to go out there and take 
the presents off the tree and hand them out. 
I'll do all the talking. When it’s all over, 
you may be able to get away. It’s the only 
chance.” 

The bandit nodded. 
a laugh in it,” he said. 

I went over to George and whispered in 


“There ought to be 


his ear. “I’m doing this because I don’t 
want to see anybody shot,” I said. “If I’m 
caught, the story is that this fellow forced 


me to do these things, threatening to shoot 
me if I didn’t obey. 
tie you as soon as I can.” 

I went back to the bandit. “Come on,” 
I said. “Here’s where you act if you never 
did before.” 

“I’m with you, sister,” he said. 
me. This ought to be fun.” 

I don’t suppose we were out on -— 
stage more than twenty minutes, but 
seemed like ten years to me. The bandit 
stood by the tree in George’s make-up, 
took off the presents and handed them to} 
me, and I called the 
and gave each youngster a separate spiel 
when he got his stuff. Act? I acted that 
night. I was a hit for once. Maybe I 
never was before, and there are plenty 


“Steer 


that'll swear I never have been since, but I 
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isn’t | 


| 
pocketbook,” | 


said. | 


“T’ve 


Lie quiet and I'll eed 


kids up one by one, | 
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RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK 
Railway Postal Clerks get $1900 the first year, being paid 
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Loosen Up 
Chest Colds 


Just Rub 
Away Danger 
When your lungs are 
congested and you 
havea hacking cough 
watch out! Rub Mus- 
terole on the sore 
spot. There’s nothing 
better for quick, safe 
relief. Musterole 
penetrates the skin 
bringing a soothing, 
cooling sensationand 
welcome relief. 

Recommended by doctors and nurses, 
Musterole relieves cold in chest, sore throat, 
bronchitis, aches and pains in the back and 
joints. Keep Musterole handy. 

To Mothers: Musterole is also made 

in milder form for babies and small 


children. Ask for Children’s Musterole. 
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| the 


was a wow on that one occasion. 
At last it was over and I walked with 
bandit to George’s dressing-room. We 
went in together, and he shut the door 
and locked it. I felt wobbly. 

“I think I'm going to faint,” I told him. 

“Listen,” he said. “You've got all the 
rest of your life to faint if you want to 
Hold on to yourself.” He threw up the 
window then and looked out. The sill was 
only three or four feet from the ground. A 
driveway ran around the back of the build- 
ing and there were a number of cars parked 
out there. 

“Can you drive 
told him I could 

“Come on,” he said. He stepped out the 
window and lifted me after him. We crossed 
the lawn to a sedan standing in the drive- 
way and got in. 

“Thank the Lord 
said the bandit as he 
seat and felt about 
“They've left the key 


a car?” he asked me. I 


for careless people,” 
settled in the driver’s 
the instrument board. 
in the switch.” 


E STARTED the engine and we rolled 


away out of the grounds and along a 
country road. 

“This wasn’t in the bargain,” I said. 
“Where are you taking me?” 

“Scared ?” the bandit asked. 

“No,” I admitted, “I’m not.” I was tell- 
ing the truth, too. “I know I ought to be, 
but I'm not. Not one bit.” 

“Good kid,” he said. “You've got no 
cause to be scared of me. I’m taking you 
to a crossing on the Murdoch grade about 
twelve miles west of here. There’s a west- 


bound passenger due there in about twenty 
minutes, and she'll be grinding up that 
grade slow enough for me to make the blind 
baggage. All you've got to do is drive this 
car back and lie to them about where I got 
out. Tell them there was a car waiting for 
me at the Bailey cross-road and that I got 
into that and we headed south toward Mill- 
ersville. Will you do that for me?” 

“Yes,” I said. “I will. I suppose I 
shouldn't, and I expect I could be locked up 
for life for helping you out, but I made you 
a promise and I'll keep it.” 
kid,” the bandit said. “Not your 
fault, you know. You're doing this under 
compulsion. I’ve threatened to kill you if 
you don’t obey.” 

“You wouldn't, 
Would you?” 


“Good 


” I said, “if I didn’t obey. 


The bandit laughed. “I expect not,” he 
admitted “Now that we're telling the 
truth, I'll own up to some more, too. This 
gun of mine ain’t loaded.” 

“Not loaded?” I said. . 

“Not a shell in it,” he said. “I emptied 
the thing before I held up that train. 


Wanted to make sure I didn’t hurt anybody 
by accident, and then I got a bigger laugh 
out of doing the job with an empty gat.” 

“Why did you do it?” I asked. 

“Just for a laugh,” he said. “I got a kick 
out of it. It was a fool thing, wasn’t it?” 

“The silliest thing I ever heard of,” I said. 

He didn’t answer me for a minute; then 
he asked me a question. 

“Did you meet Rolf Jedder, the superin- 
tendent of that orphan asylum we just 
left ?” 

I told him I had not. 

“Some people have all the luck,” he said. 
“T met him for the first time when I was 
four years old. He was my father and 
mother from then on until I was fourteen. 
You see, | was an inmate of that asylum up 


there for ten years. Jedder had a pet hate 
on me for some reason or other. He sure 
made those ten years interesting. I suppose 


a thousand times that I'd wind 
up in the penitentiary. I ran away when I 
was fourteen, and I've made up since for 
the monotony I underwent up there. Yes, 
indeedy! When I got loose I determined to 
get a kick out of life, and I've had it. 
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he’s told me 


“I've been in half a dozen revolutions in 
Mexico and Central America. Stood up 
against a wall to be shot three different 
times. And three times last-minute luck 
broke for me. I’ve been in Mexico for the 
last year running a machine gun for Zapata. 
I came across the line into El Paso about 
three weeks ago with several thousand dol- 
lars in cash and started a party at the Del 
Norte. After the party had been running 
for a few days I got the idea that I'd come 
back here before Christmas and sort of make 
over Mr. Jedder’s face as my compliment 
to him for the season. 

“In the Pullman smoker on the way up I 
met Tex O'Hara, a crazy kid who was with 
me when both of us were fighting in Mex- 
ico. We had a few drinks and got to talk- 
ing about train holdups. We discussed the 
proposition and agreed that one man with 
plenty of nerve and a little luck could do a 
job like that and get away with it. 

“After he got off the train I kept on 
thinking about it and wondering if it could 
be done. That thinking got all mixed up in 
my mind with the prophecies that Jedder 
used to make that I’d wind up in the peni- 
tentiary. I got to thinking how funny his 
face would look all screwed up in his bed- 
famous hunted 


room some night if I, a 
bandit with a mask on my face, stuck a 
gun under his nose and told him all the 


things I've been wanting to tell him since 


I was a kid four years old and first started 
to hate him. 
“Then, too, I was interested in finding 


out if a man could do a job like that all 
alone. I was at the fag end of a long party, 
a little bit liquored, and very much bored, 
and—well, that’s it! I dropped off the 
train up the line here at Hoskins and did 
the job.” 

“You fool!” I said. 

“We got a lot in common,” he said. 
“That same idea about myself was just run- 
ning through my mind. [I'll tell you what 
let’s do now. It’s only a few minutes until 
I'll have to be on my way. Let's you and 
I just pretend that I’m not a fool after all, 
and that we've known each other for a 
couple of years, and just talk like folks. 
What d’ya say?” 

“You're on,” I agreed. 
Christmas to remember anyway, 


“This will be a 
won't it?” 


a have trouble forgetting it,” he said. 
“By the way, as long as we’ve known 
each other for a couple of years, don’t you 
think you'd better tell me your name?” 

I told him. 

We got to the railroad crossing, and he 
stopped the car and put out the lights. 
Then he got out in the road and chucked 


off the Santa Claus costume. The train 
whistled and we could hear it chug, chug, 
chugging slowly up the grade. The head- 
light showed around the bend. The bandit 
reached inside the car and took my hand. 
“There’s my traveling order, Mary,” he 
said. “I’m on my way. Listen close, now. 


Don’t do what I ask unless you want to. 
Will you kiss me?” 

I put my arms around his neck and 
kissed him hard, and then sat there alone 
in the car and cried while he ran up the 
road, sprinted alongside the track for a 
few yards and swung up on the train just 
behind the engine. 

Half way back to the orphan asylum a 
caf coming toward me slued across the 
road and stopped. There were some of the 


posse in it. They had found George Hovey 
tied up in the dressing-room. The old 
darling had lied according to instructions. 


I did the same, told my tale of coercion 
at the point of a gun and said that the 
bandit had met a car at the cross-roads 
and gone south. That was that! 

We all got back to Chicago and I joined 
up with another company. The next year 
I went to New York and wound up in the 
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chorus of a Broadway show. A year after 
that I had a small bit on the road. The 
going wasn’t so easy, and I began to sus- 
pect that neither Elsie Janis nor Tetrazzini 
had much to fear from me. 

In the late fall of 1923 I was in New 
York looking for a job. I had pretty well 
given up the idea of a career by then. I 
was simply looking for a job to make 
enough money to buy clothes and food and 
pay room rent. One morning a theatrical 
agent called mé, and I went to the office 
hoping that the thing they had might be a 
small bit in town at seventy-five or a hun- 
dréd a week. I found a well-known musi- 
cal comedy manager waiting for me. 

“T saw you last year in ‘Curlylocks’,” he 
told me. “I want you to sing the lead in 
this new show of mine. I can pay five 
hundred.” 


WENT home wobbling. My chance, at 

last. A shot at Broadway with a real 
part. We came into town late in October 
after four weeks on the road. The first act 
wasn’t twenty minutes old when I knew 
what I knew. I was not going over. You 
can feel those things up there back of the 
footlights. A whole house-full of wildly- 
applauding friends of the manager can’t 
fool a trouper who has learned her stuff. 
It wasn’t the show that was flopping; it 
was me! I simply wasn’t getting across. 
It was my big shot, and I was missing 
with it! 

The morning papers confirmed my judg- 
ment. Everyone carried the announcement 
of my professional demise. A little before 
noon the manager called me and asked me 
to come to his office. I knew what that 
meant. A little palaver and a two weeks’ 
notice. 

I walked into that manager’s office feel- 
ing like a condemned criminal on his way 
to the chair. He was smiling. 

“Well, Mary,” he said genially, “the crit- 
ics built quite a fire under us this morning, 


AVE you ever realized that a widowed mother, who is extremely attractive 

and youthful looking might be quite a problem to a daughter who has beaus 

and aspirations? Even if you haven't you will understand, when you ve read my 

story in February SMart Set, why some of the things that my mother did left 
me gasping “Mama, How Could You?” 


Can Happiness Be Bought? 


[Continued from page 67] 


but he doesn’t ask to see me and he doesn’t 
seem to be pining for me. Last week, 
though, he told my cousin he still cares for 
me. But I’m afraid. 

“Little Betty.” 


Don’t you know, little girl, that it’s usu- 
ally the things we worry most about that 
never happen? And so far as I can see 
there isn’t one single reason why you should 
think your Bill has changed. You say that 
because Bill is honorable and good, he 
obeyed your mother. Then you wonder 
why it is he has never tried to see you. 
Doesn’t the fact that only a few days ago 
he spoke of his love for you mean anything? 


OU’RE right, little Betty. You've lost 

your nerve, and along with it has gone 
your good sense and reasoning power. You've 
given so rauch of yourself to this love; were 
even ready to give your life for it. Can’t 
you, then, take one more chance and know 
the truth? And if the truth is going to 
hurt, it’s much the better way to get it 
over and done with. 

But I have a strong hunch that it won't 
hurt. If years had separated you instead 


didn’t they? How do you feel about it?” 

“T missed,” I admitted. “I know it. It 
wasn’t the show. It was me. What are 
you going to do?” 

“T don’t know yet,” the manager said. 
“T want you to have a little talk with the 
fellow who backed the piece. Just a 
minute.” 

He got up and went out. After a little 
while another man opened the door and 
stepped in. 

He was my bandit! 

“Well, Mary,” he said. “What about it?” 

I just sat there and stared. 

“I’m in the clear, Mary,” he said. | 
“Nothing hanging over me. I had some} 
luck in France during the war and came | 
back with a fairly conspicuous record. | 
After I was discharged I went to the gov- 
ernor and told him my yarn. I gave my- 
self up after that and pled guilty to that} 
fool job I did out there, and the day after | 
I was sentenced the governor pardoned me. 
I went down into Texas tien and started 
work as a driller in the oil fields. Luck 
broke for me and I cleaned up on some 
leases. Then I came back here and started 
looking for you.” 

“You backed this show?” I asked. 

He grinned. “I knew you wanted a 
chance to see what you could do on Broad- 
way,” he said. “Do you still want to act, 
or did you really mean it when you kissed 
me there in the car that night before I] 
grabbed the rattler?” 

Oh, well, I wasn’t cut out for a trouper 
anyhow. I've got two children now and 1 
wouldn’t waste time dancing or singing, | 
even if I was Elsie Janis and Tetrazzini| 
rolled into one. I'm all wiped up with the 
stage, except for one performance a year. | 
Every Christmas hubby and I go back to 
that orphan asylum with a troup of pro- 
fessionals hired just for the occasion and 
put on a show for the kids out there. It’s 
a sort of an annual votive offering we pay 
to the luck that brought us through. 


of months, I wouldn’t be so sure. But} 
what are a few barren months in a life- 
time? And what chance do they stand 
against those other richer, fuller months 
when you belonged to each other and were 
so happy? You compared your love to 
that of Romeo and Juliet. Do you really 
think, little Betty, that Romeo’s love would 
have died? 


Y HONEST opinion is that you are 
wasting precious golden minutes and 
selfishly keeping Bill from happiness. 

It would take a deeper student of psy- | 
chology than I to tell why some girls have 
contempt for a fellow the minute he humbles | 
himself and becomes an adoring slave It | 
almost makes one think that perhaps there's 
something to that “treat ’em rough” theory 
after all. “Ruth” is one of those girls. 
Wants a fellow just so long as she can’t | 
have him—but the Lord help him if he 
weakens ! 

“T have been going with Bob for some 
time,” she says, “and when I consented to 
go with him I really thought I loved him. 
He used to be pretty wild, but he gave all 
that up for me and now he never goes out 
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NEXT 


Now Watch Your Muscles 
GROW! 


This boy looks 
pretty hopeless, 
doesn’t he? I'll 
bet he hated to 
step out on the 
beach in a bath- 
ing suit, and he 
had to stand a 
of bullying 

the other 
boys in the gang. 


30 DAYS 
LATER 


Here’s a real 
man! Just look 
at the way those 
muscles have de- 
veloped in 30 
jays of Titus 
Training. That’s 
going some, isn’t 
it? 


60 DAYS 
LATER 


Every muscle in 
his body devel- 
»ped to giant 
size. You'd never 
recognize him as 
he same iad. 
Need I urge 
FOU to mail the 
soupon ? 


NE—two—three! Just like that, the boy you see 

above changed from a puny weakling into a 

physical GIANT! Looks like magic, doesn’t it? 
But that’s just an example of what Titus Training has 
done for thousands upon thousands of men. 

I've taken fellows of every size and condition and 
{ve transformed them almost overnight into perfect 
specimens of manhood! I've been doing it for years. 
(‘ve earned my reputation as the father of Physical 
Culture by mail on just such results as you see in 
the illustrations. ‘Miracles worked in Muscle’’—that’s 
what people call them, 


In 30 Days I'll Increase Your 
Muscles By INCHES 


Yes sir, that’s all I want—30 days—and just 20 or 
30 minutes a day In that short time I'll make you 
over from head to foot I'll put layer after layer of 
muscle all over your body till they stand out like 
iron bands. And they'll be panther muscles, friend— 
muscles as live as spring steel—with the speed of 
lightning and the power of a battering ram Those are 
the kind of muscles that make champions, the kind of 
nuseles that will make you laugh at men twice your 
size. Boy, you'll get the thrill of a lifetime! 


FREE! Amazing Book of 
« Muscle Building Facts 
Tear off that coupon! Mail it today! It will bring 
youn FREE the greatest book you've ever seen—a book 
filed with astounding photographs of men rebuilt—a 
book packed full of Titus’s own secrets of making 
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with anyone else. He’s a good dancer and 
good-looking, but I almost hate him some- 


times. I guess it was just ‘puppy love.’ 
“Bob would see me every night if I'd 

let him, but I only go out with him twice 

a week. The other nights I hang around an 


ice cream parlor where Jack goes, and some- 
times I walk down-town just in the hope of 
seeing him. I've been out with Jack only 
twice and I’m simply crazy about him, al- 
though he can't me’ at all He has 
another girl, they me, one who doesn’t 
dance or stay out late. She’s a home girl, 
but I call her a ‘wet blanket.’ 

“Now, Mrs. Madison, I love Jack, but do 
you think he is worth worrying about? Or 
should I stick to Bob? Ruth.” 


‘see 
tell 


——* of all, I'd watch my step, if I 
were you, Ruth, or you'll get left 
altogether 

There isn’t a single one of us, Ruth, who 


can ride roughshod over the hearts and feel- 
ings of others and get away with it indefi- 
nitely. You may be ever so attractive and 
popular and peppy and the best dancer in 
your town, but you can't live forever on 
that. There’s a serious side to life, too, and 
that’s building and making a home and find- 
ing peace and contentment with a man you 
love and respect. And there’s thinking of 
others, and trying to be worthy of a good 
man’s love. Have you ever thought of that, 
I wonder? Have you ever asked yourself 
if you had anything worthwhile to give to 
Bob or Jack or any other man? Kindliness? 
Unselfishness? Encouragement? Consider- 
ation? Honesty? Friendliness? How much 
of these have you given to your friends, 
Ruth? 
Better think it over and stick to Bob. 


What's in a name, anyway? Here’s a let- 
ter from another Ruth out in California 
and between the two Ruths there is as 
much difference as night and day. This little 
girl is also looking for happiness, but she 
has different ideas as to how it is to be 
found. California Ruth says: 

“Dear Mrs. Madison: 

“I have been going with a very wonder- 


ful young man for about a year, but not 
steadily. He is the only boy I have ever 
cared for and I know he thinks a lot of 


me, but he has been engaged to another girl 
for several years and she does not know he 


sees me. It doesn’t seem right to deceive 
her like that, although everybody who 
knows them says they will never be mar- 


ried and that he hasn’t the heart to tell her 
he doesn't love her any more. 

“In the year that I have known this boy 
I haven't found anyone else who could in- 
terest me and I'd hate to lose him. His 
fiancée is moving to another town and he 
wants to know if he can come to see me 
oftener then. But as I said before, it doesn’t 
seem right. I doubt that I could ever be 
happy with him if I knew I was making 
her unhappy. So what shall I do, dear 
Mrs. Madison? Ruth.” 


frok one thing, little Ruth, I wouldn’t 
worry quite so much. You have lots of 
patience and you will need it before you're 
through, because unless I’m very much mis- 
taken you are going to have this boy all to 
yourself before long and it won't be by 
deliberately stealing him from the other girl. 
Why do I think so? Because I believe, as 
people say, that they will never be married. 
Marriage is usually the result of blind, fren- 
zied love, not an act of duty or chivalry. 
Men may give up their lives for duty or 
their subway seats for chivalry, but their 
names they reserve for the girls they love. 
The best thing that could happen is hap- 
pening. The girl is moving away and the 
separation will probably mean the beginning 
of the end. It will give him courage to tell 
her that he cannot marry her and it will 
also give her an opportunity of finding some- 
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one else. I’m sure it will work out. 
For your part, Ruth, sit tight. Avoid 
mention of the other girl. Take what time 


the boy can give you and make the most 
of it. Simply because he is so honorable 
or soft-hearted, or whatever his friends 
think, is all the more reason for you to re- 
frain from pushing things. When the break 
comes, let it come unassisted by you. 

When a girl can analyze her love affair 
as shrewdly and as accurately as Madeline 
has there is little left for me to do. Her 
very first sentence steals my thunder: 

“I’m a little fool to be in love with a 
married man.” Then she goes on to say: 
“But it’s really, truly love, Mrs. Madison, 
and the worst part of it is—he’s an actor! 
But oh, so fascinating! He doesn’t live with 
his wife and still they are not divorced. He’s 
here in the stock company in our town and 
I know perfectly well that when the season 
ends Se'll go back to New York and I'll be 
left with a broken heart. 

“He tells me he loves me but I know he 
is only fond of me. I know, also, that even 
it he were divorced he wouldn’t marry 
again. He says it’s no life for an actor. I 
can’t help thinking that when he says ‘I 
love you’ he simply means.‘I like you.’ 
It’s so easy for actors to dramatize them- 
selves and their affairs and so easy for them 
not to be really serious. A new town every 
season, new girls to meet, all sorts of adula- 
tion and applause, what chance have I 
got? 

“At the same time I know I've never been 
really in love before and I just can’t help 
showing it. Oh, I'll never love another man 
again. Sometimes I wish he'd do something 
to make me hate him but he insists on being 
perfectly adorable and attractive and every- 
thing that’s nice. So there, that’s my fix. 

“Madeline.” 


OU’VE got this thing so absolutely straight 

and right in that little head of yours, 
Madeline, that I believe when the time comes 
that you must kiss farewell to this man of 
your dreams you will turn philosopher and 
profit by the experience. But just a minute, 

by “profiting by your experience” I mean 
more than avoiding entanglements with mar- 
ried men in the future. You say this is the 
first time you have ever been really in love. 
Aside from the heart ache, hasn’t it been a 
very delightful and wonderful experience? 
Hasn’t it taught you something, in the way 
of gentleness and unselfishness and real com- 
panionship? And when the real man comes 
along, that man who will make a home 
with you and go hand in hand with you 
down the long years, won't you bring to 
him something more real simply because you 
once knew a real and absorbing love like 
this one? Oh, don’t say you'll never love 
again, Madeline. It’s so untrue! So utterly 
contrary to human nature and fact. Do you 
suppose all the girls in the world marry the 
one and only man? Don’t you know that 
love comes not once but again and again— 
in proportion to our need? 

Certainly when it comes to loyalty in 
friendship the men have it all over the girls. 
Now don’t jump on me, girls. It’s not a 
pleasant thought, I'll admit. But it’s true. 
I have letters and letters to prove it, letters 
from both sides. And this one from An- 
nette is only one of many. 

“Dear Martha Madison: 

“On a ‘blind’ date one night, I met two 
boys—Dick and Jim. Jim was with my 
cousin who is an old friend of his, and 
Dick was with me. Dick made an awful 
fuss about me, and ever since then he has 
been hanging around, but I have never cared 
for him particularly. Perhaps it was be- 
cause I fell in love that night with Jim. He 
was darling to me. 

“But here is the trouble—Dick and Jim 
belong to the same frat and the very first 
night we met Dick raved about me to Jim. 
A little later I had two dates with Jim, and 
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that convinced me that he was the one and 
only for me. Then Jim went to New York 
for three weeks and before h~ left he told 
me that Dick had made him promise not 
to write. That made me furious and I’ve 
hated Dick ever since. Jim didn’t keep his 
promise. He wrote, but the letter wasn’t 
what I longed for. It was simply friendly 
and nice—and how it hurt! 

“I am sure it is his loyalty to Dick that 
keeps him from revealing his true feelings, 
but it seems to me if he really loved me 
nothing would matter but me. I have de- 
cided to chase after Jim until I get him, but 
I’m so afraid that Dick will always stand 
between us. In a case like this, Mrs. Madi- 
son, is there anything a girl can do? 

“Annette.” 


HERE are one or two things you can do, 

Annette, which may straighten things out. 
It seems to me that if you explained to 
Dick how much Jim means to you he might 
take an entirely different attitude. Certainly 
he would admire your honesty. But if you 
do this, you should make it plain that Jim 
has not indicated a desire for anything more 
than a pleasant friendship, so that he will 
know nothing has been “put over” on him. 
This isn’t the first time a girl has found 
herself in such a fix, Annette, and more than 
once the trio have remained good friends. 

Or you can assume that it is your right 
to love where you please, and go after Jim 
until you get him. Your greatest danger 
there is going about it in a surreptitious 
manner, as if you felt you were behaving 
shabbily. If you act guilty, Dick is liable 
to get an exaggerated feeling of abuse and 
make things unpleasant. What I am trying 
to emphasize is that whatever you do must 
be done openly and aboveboard so there 
will be no recrimination later. 

There is still another alternative: When 
the time comes that Jim has indicated clearly 
that he returns your love tell him how dis- 
tressed you are over the whole thing and 
perhaps he could straighten it out for him- 
self with Dick. I believe that when Dick 


learns how you feel, his pride, if nothing” 


else, will make him gracefully withdraw. 


There are those who say that a man or 
woman should not be condemned to a life- 
time of unhappiness simply because of a mis- 
marriage. They point out that there are 
divorce courts who will free them and give 
them another chance. So why worry, says 
the optimist? On the face of things, it does 
sound simple, but when you read a letter 
like this one from Helen, it’s all a muddle. 

“Dear Mrs. Madison,” she writes, “I was 
married when I was sixteen to a man I have 
never loved. You may ask why I did it. 
My only answer is that I thought it was 
smart and that I was terribly young. I 
had no mother or father to keep me from 
such a silly mistake. My husband and I 
have never got on. We quarrel and al- 
though I am usually wrong, I keep think- 
ing less and less of him. I never thought I 
would ever know real love, until about three 
years ago when I met and fell in love with 
a man who lives right near us. He, too is 
married, and has a sweet wife, but he does 
not love her and of course she does not 
know about me. If she would only let him 
go everything would be all right, because 
my husband says he will give me a divorce. 
He knows of my love for this man. 

“T want to do the right thing, and God 
knows the man I love does. He is with me 
as often as he can be, but he only kisses 


“YOUR Martha Madison is the only person writing on problems of human 

relationship, who seems to be old enough to have good sense, yet young 
enough to have understanding,” writes one SMART Set reader. Perhaps that’s 
why thousands of letters come to Mrs. 
problem, whether you are young or old, 
just to write; she will help you more by sympathetic commonsense advice 


me when he is leaving, so you see it isn’t 
a physical love we have for each other. He 
has a boy seventeen and girl fourteen and I} 
have a girl six and a boy two, so you see 
what a mix-up it is. Please tell us what 
to do. Helen.” 


OU are entitled to happiness, and love, 

Helen. We all are. But some of us must 
take a very roundabout way to get these 
things and some are doomed never to know 
them except in fleeting moments. But 
simply because you are entitled to these 
things, I cannot advise you to go ahead 
ruthlessly and take them. As I see it, this 
is not alone your problem, nor that of the 
man you love. It is the problem of ‘six 
other people besides yourselves, your hus- 
band, his wife, and the four children who 
are so dependent on you both. 

There isn’t the ghost of a chance that this 
thing can be straightened out satisfactorily. | 
Someone is bound to get hurt. And it is in 
your power to say who. The only sugges- 
tion I can make, and I’m afraid you won't 
like it, is to wait until his children at least 
have passed the age when they need him. 
If your love is the tremendous thing you 
believe, it isn’t going to die, and perhaps in 
the meantime he may find the courage and 
the heart to tell his wife what has hap- 
pened. When I say “wait,” I know it seems 
an impossible thing to do, but there is too 
much at stake, dear girl, for you to act 
impulsively now. Remember, having one’s 
own way doesn’t always make for happiness. 

Into the next few lines I must squeeze 
my brief answers to those whose addresses 
did not appear on their letters. 

Jeanne—lIi love does not compensate you 
for his unreasonable disposition, what chance 
is there for future happiness ? 

Vircinita—I'd stay away from married 
men, if I were you. What have they brought 
you but trouble and unhappiness? 

LILLIAN—No, he isn’t fair. He’s just plain 
“ornery”; likes to torment. But with it all, 
I believe he loves you. 

Tootres—Get someone to introduce you; 
it’s really the only way. 

Fe.icia—You, too, are stubborn. Why 
not give in first? What does it matter 
when you really love? 

Dorotuy—The surest way to keep him 
is to cut out the quarrelling. Why don't 
you try to be the kind of a girl you think 
he likes? 

Girtre—He may be shy, but if he really 
loves you the time will come when he will | 
have to tell you. 

Puzztev—I'd ask him, if I were you. 

Mary—lI don’t believe the young man is| 
a certain in his own mind just who he 
oves. 


ND now I must get at the stack of let- 
ters on my desk waiting for answers 
through the mail. But before I say good- 
by, I want to say again, that I am here 
for no other purpose than to help you girls 
straighten out your affairs of the heart, the 
home and the office. No matter what is 
troubling you, write me, and let’s see if 
between us we can’t set things running 
smoothly again. Remember, I’m fair, broad- 
minded, unprejudiced and_ understanding. 
What I’ve learned about human nature, I’ve 
learned from girls like you—not from books. 
And the biggest thing of all that I have 
learned is that the more human we are, the 
more we are apt to make mistakes. Starting 
with that as a basis, don’t you know I’m 
for you? Right or wrong? 


Madison each month. If you have a 
write Martha Madison. It will help 


97 


| 205 SP, W. U. Bidg., Binghamton, N. Y. 


Some Fat 


Reduce your overweight. 

Don’t do it by abnormal exercise or 
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Tablets. They are based on many years 
of scientific research, and they act to 
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Marmola is the modern, scientific 
help. It has been used for 20 years. 
Countless users have told others about 
its results and its benefits. Now peo- 
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In every circle you can see what Mar- 
mola is now doing. Slender figures are 
now common, obesity is rare. 

If exercise and diet seem oppressive, 
try the Marmola way which millions 
now employ. Watch the results. Watch 
the weight come down, the vitality in- 
crease. You will be amazed and de- 
lighted at the results Marmola brings. 
Then tell-others—that is all we ask. 
Ask now for a box of Marmola. 

Marmola prescription tablets are 
sold by all druggists at $1 per box. 


If your druggist is out, he will get 
them at once from his jobber. 
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be only fair after all she’s done for me, but 
even then there’s enough, and it’s home! 


The young man looked carefully down at 
his feet, and spoke slowly 

I have been in Hawaii as lately as two 
months ago—and it doesn’t strike me that 


a pineapple plantation there would be ex- 
actly a liability! Don’t think me presum- 
ing, but if I were you, I'd not give Aunt 
Etta half unless the court ordered it!” 


“You think—” 


“N?: I don’t think, I know! At least I 
4 know the pineapple business well 
enough to feel pretty sure that you can get 
that ‘poor relation’ stuff out of your head!” 

“But she says—”’ 

“Of course she does! 

half of a Hawaiian pineapple plantation! 
But she’d never consent to take care of a 
girl who could easily outshine Mary Lou if 
that was a liability!” 
heard her say—” 
What I'd overheard Aunt Etta 
and Mary Lou saying that afternoon was 
hardly the thing to confide to a stranger. 
Still, Gren Howard would understand if any- 
one would, being poor himself. And I could 
tell he wasn’t a talebearer. I shut my ears 
to conscience and plunged into the luxury of 
talking to some one besides myseli. 

“I heard Aunt Etta tell Mary Lou that 
they’d have to find me a husband before 
long, because they couldn’t go on being bur- 
dened with me forever! But not, Aunt Etta 
said, until they had settled that plantation 
business as she’d been advising them to do.” 

“And how did you react to that? The 
husband proposition, I mean?” he said. 

“Well,” I said “in the first place, I'm sure 
I wouldn’t like a husband Aunt Etta would 


She'd say a lot for 


girl 
But | 
I stopped 


pick for me, just on general principles. And 
anyhow I don’t want a rich one. The one 
she mentioned to Mary Lou was a rich 
nephew of hers that she doesn't like, and 


I've observed that rich people are usually 
snobbish and not very happy.” 


“So she’s already picked out the lucky 
man ? 

“Lucky? She hates him because he’s so- 
cialistic or something like that and never 
pays any attention to her invitations to 


come and spend his money with her. Other- 
wise she'd never have planned to wish me 
on to him! But it doesn’t matter, for I 
don’t intend to marry him.” 

“What's his name?” 

Lee Olmstead, related on her side of the 
family. Oh, my stars! We're untied! Didn't 
you know we were drifting out here? You're 
facing the pier!” 


“Why, so we are! No, I hadn't noticed 
we were moving. I was too interested in 
what you were telling me. But I can row 
you back in a jiffy whenever you decide.” 

“But you can’t! This is Number Four 
und the oars are gone! I knew it when we 
got into it, but it didn’t matter when we 
were only going to sit a while. Oh, what 
shall we do, Mr. Howard?” 


aw. Oh—er—why, let’s just en- 
it!” 

“Enjoy it! 
there ? 

“But she can’t be raving when she doesn’t 
know what's happening.” 

She'll know I’m gone! 
posed to make sandwiches.” 

“I'll tell you!” my companion said. “Let’s 
start right now for the pineapple planta- 
tion!” 

Don't be silly 

“We're headed in the right general direc- 
tion! Let’s pretend it’s the twenty-fifth of 
next month.” 


With Aunt Etta raving back 


And I'm sup- 


Let’s Pretend 


[Continued from page 59] 


I squirmed with delight, although I knew 
he was just talking nonsense. 


“But, we'll bump into Brenner's Island 
the way we're drifting,” I said. 

“You mean the Hawaiian Islands, Little 
Lady !” 

“Oh!” I cried excitedly. “That's what 


Pop Caswell and the natives always called 
me, ‘Little Lady’!” 

“Honest? Well, we'll be among ’em in 
no ;time, now!” 

I considered a moment. 

“Brother Brenner,” I said, “has been gone 
all week, so the island is empty.” 

“Fine!” And the young man gave the 
boat a lurch that set it bobbing cheerfully. 

I gave up then, and settled back in my 
seat contentedly, After all, it isn’t often 
you find anyone ready to play “let’s pre- 
tend!” 

“Are the natives hereabout friendly ?” the 
young man asked after we had floated awhile 
in silence. 

“They are if you're armed sufficiently !” 

“IT have my gold penknife along!” 

The spot where the boat finally struck 
Brenner's Island was on the steep, wooded 
side farthest from Brother Brenner's cabin, 
and we had to shin up the knotty roots of 
an old willow to land. 

The boat bounced away merrily as my 
foot pushed against it to spring up the bank, 
and the young man caught my hand dra- 
matically to help me up. 

“Our last hope gone!” He gestured to- 
ward the receding boat and gave an appre- 
hensive glance at the dark woods behind us 
that made my flesh creep deliciously, even 
though I knew there hadn't been anything 
there for years more formidable than Brother 
Brenner's pullets. 

“Shall we reconnoiter” he whispered, “or 
lie low till daylight ?” 


WAS terribly divided between my desire 

to continue pretending with the first play- 
mate I'd had in six years and my intense 
longing to sit romantically and look out over 
the moonlit beauty of the lake with a young 
man, as I'd watched other girls do 

The young man decided for me. 

“We'll ‘sit here and lie low’ till daylight, 
then we'll reconnoiter and see if it’s possible 
to establish a habitation that will serve until 
a ship passes!” 

I giggled delightedly to myself, but I was 
careful to make no noise as we crept to the 
grassy spot on the edge of the lake and sat 
down close together. 

The lake was a mirror of ghostly beauty, 
with the moon sailing eerily among the 
clouds. Far across it, barely visibly, were 
the lights of Aunt Etta’s cottage. 

“Much too far away,” my companion 
said, as if he had read my thoughts, “for 
them to hear us, even if we wanted to call 
to them!” 

He lay back, his hands clasped behind his 
head, and gazed up at the scudding clouds, 
and I noticed again how extremely nice his 
mouth was. I wondered, but even in my 


new state of emancipation I didn’t dare 
formulate such a thought as that even if 
Mary Lou and her friends did say that 
kissing a man meant nothing at all! The 


bare thought that I could even speculate on 
such an experience made me duck my head. 

“°S matter?” the young man asked. 

“I was just thinking!” 

“A penny for ‘em!” 

I cast about frantically. 

“Why, I—I was thinking how much nicer 
poor young men are than rich young men!” 

“H’m! Yes! Know many poor young 
men?” 

“None except you.” 
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I realized what I was saying then and 
stopped, but the way he turned toward me 
made me hurry on to explain. 

“I heard Mary Lou telling about your 
going to work to make your own way, and 
I think it’s splendid! If I were a young man 
I'd do just exactly what you are doing! I 
can’t imagine a young man sitting around 
enjoying things some one else had worked 
for! Can you?” 


“NX. TO! NO, indeed! No, indeed! What 
4 do you think of my choice of work?” 
“Splendid! Let’s see, it’s the insurance 

game, or something like that, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, something like that. And so you're 
definitely decided on an unwealthy husband, 
in spite of Aunt Etta?” 

“Yes! And he needn't be handsome, 
either. Why, what are you laughing at?” 

“I was thinking,” he said, “how nicely I 
fit that specification.” 

I was a little alarmed at my forwardness, 
for I had had no experience by which to 
judge what a young man might do when a 
girl was so terribly frank. But suddenly a 
terrific noise in the woods behind us brought 
us both scrambling to our feet. 

I found myself unconsciously hanging on 
to the hand my companion had extended to 
help me to my feet, and as we shrank back 
into the shadow of a clump of pawpaw 
bushes I found his other arm around my 
shoulders very firm and reassuring. 

I was thrilled at his voice whispering close 
to my ear. 

“Natives! We're cornered!” 

“No!” I whispered back. 

“Is there a way of escape?” 
into my ear. ' 

“Around the edge of the lake to Brother 
Bren—I mean to the whites’ settlement!” 

He guided me through the pawpaw bushes 
in the direction I had indicated, one arm 
still around me, the other hand still holding 
mine. It was heavenly! 

I did hope that he didn’t realize that I 
knew perfectly well that it was only Brother 
Brenner's old blind mare we'd heard crash- 
ing through the underbrush back there. I 
did so want to go on seeming frightened 
and in need of his support! 

It sounds shameless, but it was actually 
the first chance that I'd ever had at a 
young man, thanks to Aunt Etta, and he 
was exactly the kind I'd always dreamed 
about. I just couldn't bear to think of 
anything happening to spoil this perfect 
evening ! 

And then, just as he was helping me over 
some of those immense willow roots, my 
ankle turned horribly and in spite of his 
support I fell. He had me up in a second, 
though, both arms around me, fairly lifting 
me from the ground. 

“You poor little 
against my cheek. 


he breathed 


thing!” he whispered 
“Did it hurt much?” 


T DID, and hard as I tried I couldn’t help 
the little whimper of pain that escaped 
from my lips and made me twist about. 
Somehow my lips touched his and he was 
kissing me again and again, and the pain 
had at last merged into the delirious rapture 
of being held tight against his heart. 
“You little, precious thing! You sweet—” 
But suddenly, now that my dream had 
come true, now that he was doing just what 
I had been wanting him to do, I was all 
at once overcome with embarrassment and 


shame. I had tricked him into it! I had 
allowed him to believe that we were ma- 
rooned there, that I was afraid, that I 


couldn’t walk without his arm around me! 
“Oh, let me go! You mustn't! You 
mustn't!” I cried. I pulled myself from 


. 


his arms, but down I went again to the 
ground, and my protest ended in a moan 
of pain as I realized that I couldn’t possibly 
stand up. 

He had me up again almost instantly, but 
this time his arm only supported me and 
no longer held me close. 

“Forgive me! Please forgive me!” he 
said. “I was so alarmed. Oh, you won't 
think too badly of me, please!” 

‘It’s all right!” I said. I wanted dread- 
fully to tell him how I'd loved it, but all 
I dared to say was, “I must get around to 
Brother Brenner’s cabin and fix up my 
ankle!” 

He was all concern. 

“You poor child! Here I stand stupidly 
making you talk when I should be helping 
you.” 


ND I was in his arms again, held tightly, 

like a baby, and was being carried 
swiftly through the trees by the light of a 
small flashlight he had produced from his 
pocket. I wanted awfully to slip my arm 
around his neck, to show him that I hadn’t 
been angry at his kisses, but I didn’t dare. 
We were coming nearer and nearer to Brother 
Brenner’s, and now with my ankle sprained 
I'd simply have to tell him where the boats 
were and we'd have to go home and it 
would all be ended! 

But when we came out of the woods to 
the clearing where the cabin was, we dis- 
covered what we hadn't realized under the 
thick trees, that the moon was completely 
obscured under black, piling clouds, and 
that a gusty, choppy wind was roughing 
the water of the lake. 

The young man hurried as fast as my 
weight would permit him to, and we reached 
the door just as the downpour began. 

“Thank our lucky stars Brother Brenner 
left his door unlocked!” he said, and he 
eased me down on my one good foot. 

“He never locks it,” I told him as matter- 
of-factly as possible, but my heart was 
beating swiftly, and a glad little song kept 
time to its beat. “We can’t go home in 
this storm. We can’t go home in this 
storm !” 

“Let’s see if we can find a lamp. Can 
you stand against the wall?” 

“Yes. His lamp will be on the table at 
the other side of the room.” 

He was matter-of-fact enough himself 
when he carried me to a chair and began 
searching for bandages to do up my ankle. 

I couldn’t help crying out sharply as he 
drew off my slipper, but his face was so 
terribly sympathetic and his hands tried 
so hard to be gentle that I shut my teeth 
resolutely and did my best to bear the pain 
without flinching. 

And when it was done at last I lay back 
in my chair, weak and a little bit sick, but 
happier than I could ever remember being! 

“There!” he said, sitting back on the 
floor and viewing his bandages. “It’s a 
neat job if I do say it.” 

“Tt’s lovely!” I said. I wanted awfully 
to brush his hair back caressingly. “Where 
did you learn it so well?” 

“Bandaging? Oh, I was plantation doctor 
for Caswell all last winter.” 

“Caswell? Last winter?” I said. 


E BEGAN picking up the scraps of 
bandages swiftly and set the pan of 
water up on the table before he said any 
more. Then his eyes looked up into mine 
very straight, but sort of pleadingly as if he 
were not at all sure how I might take what 
he was going to say. I couldn’t help notic- 
ing how terribly nice his mouth looked 
with that kind of an expression on it. 
“You see I was out there, and honestly, 
Little Lady, I didn’t mean to deceive you! 
Only we didn’t meet regularly as I'd ex- 
pected we would, and then you got to tell- 
ing me about yourself, just the things I'd 


come here to find out, and I’m afraid I| 
let you go on thinking—” 

“But what do you mean?” I couldn't | 
help breaking in. “You don’t mean my old 
Pop Caswell, surely.” | 

“Yes! I worked out there for him all | 
last winter, and he was worried about you 
and afraid they wouldn't ever let you come 
back. He hadn’t heard from you for so 
long.” 

“But I write him a letter every month!” 

“But he doesn’t get it, and I thought I 
knew why, being pretty well acquainted 
with Aunt Etta. So he asked me to come 
and investigate.” 

“But Hawaii! I thought you were in the 
insurance business in New York!” 

“Well, I wasn’t!” 

Something in his tone and in his fleeting 
smile as he mentioned Aunt Etta suddenly 
told me what my mistake had been, but 
before I could more than begin to realize 
it and to feel chagrined at the way I had 
jumped at conclusions, he was on his knees 
beside me, his hands holding mine fearfully 
tight. 

“You've got to forgive me, Little Lady! I 
hadn’t a notion of passing myself off as 
good old Gren Howard. And by the way, 
he was the beastly handsome lad that every- 
one was welcoming when we slipped out of 
the cottage. But before I had a good chance 
to introduce myself you’d pronounced sen- 
tence on my poor, maligned reputation, so 
what could I do? All’s fair, you know, 
in |——” 

I broke in hastily before he could finish, 
although I wanted dreadfully to hear him 
say it! 

“You aren’t, you're not Aunt Etta’s 
nephew ?” 

“T am! But, honest, she never gave me 
half the credit I deserved! And, really, I’m 
not nearly as rich as she thinks I am, and 
anyway I’ve always worked, even if I’ve | 
never been in the insurance game! And if | 
you’d only—” 


DIDN'T stop him this time, but somehow 
he didn’t seem able to go on, and when I 
looked up at him it didn’t really matter, 
anyhow, for it wasn’t necessary to say any- 
thing else at all. I just slipped my arm 
up his neck where I’d been wanting to put 
it for so long, and his nice mouth, well— 
“Won't this just finish Aunt Etta!” I sid. | 
“But I thought she had me listed as a 
prospective husband for you anyhow,” Lee 


said as he drew back to look at me saith é 


ingly for the hundredth time. 


“Oh, but not until after my birthday ! | $ 


You see Uncle Joe is my guardian until 
I’m eighteen or until I marry. So you see 
if I marry first, the plantation is no longer 
in Aunt Etta’s hands.” 

“IT know. Caswell told me that. He 
thought my marrying you was about the 
only way to get you out of Aunt Etta’s 
clutches.” 

“Your marrying me! You don’t mean | 
you and Pop Caswell planned it!” 

“Uh—huh!” He smiled whimsically and | 
kissed me a few more times. “Caswell | 
strongly recommended it.” 

“But you didn’t even know me!” } 

“Oh, yes, I did! I have all the photo- | 
graphs you’d sent Caswell, and I learned | 
an awful lot about you from Peter Pan and 
Wendy and the natives, to say nothing of 
Pop Caswell’s eternal eulogizing. And any- 
way, I didn’t really commit myself to marry 
you, you know, until I’d questioned you 
thoroughly and had learned all your secrets 
and ambitions!” | 

I drew away from him severely. 

“Huh! If I hadn’t kidnapped you and 
held you here by strategy you’d never have 
found out all the things you wanted to 
know, just the same!” 

“Strategy ?” Lee said, calmly drawing me 
back into his arms. “As how, sweetest?” 
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one thing, I knew perfectly 
well that it was only Brother Brenner’s old 
blind mare back there in the woods—” 

“Oh, I did, too! I saw her! But it was 
nice snuggling up together pretending to be 
wasn't it now?” 

‘Oh, you saw her, did 
least I made you believe we were alone on 
the Island, when all the time I knew Brother 
Brenner would be back after the preaching 
on Point East!” 

“Yes? Brother Brenner rowed me over 
to Aunt Etta’s this evening. He told me 
to have you bring me over here in the 
morning to explore, but perhaps he won't 
mind our premature arrival, and he says 
he’s fixed to marry folks at all times, day 
or night.” 

“My, vou do work fast, don’t you? 
here’s one thing you couldn't possibly 
known! I knew that boat was 
the pier almost as soon as we 


“Well, for 


scared, 


you? Well, at 


But 
have 
loose from 
got into it, 


r SILENCE always golden? 


but I didn’t mention it until we were too 
far out to get back!” 
I was immediately 
times. 
“Clever Little Lady! But tell me, did 
you know this one? I cut the rope that 
held it as I was getting in!” 


kissed a number of 


GAVE up then, thankfully, and snuggled 

down in his arms to wait for the rain 
to stop and for Brother Brenner to come 
back. 

‘Aunt Etta knows her matchmaking pretty 
well after all, doesn’t she, sweetheart ?” Lee 
said. 

I sighed deliciously. I wanted awfully to 
agree with everything he said, but I was 
obliged to set him right this one last time. 

‘Aunt Etta,” I told him, “had nothing 
to do with it. You're exactly the kind of 
a husband I'd always planned to have, 


anvhow !” 


When a man’s career and a woman's reputation 


are both being ruined because the truth about a famous band of Mexican 
diamond smugglers has never been told, wouldn't the man who broke such a 


damning silence be justified? 
in February SMART Set the truth 


Because I believe he would I am going to tell you 
about that band and its Vanished Leader. 


A Woman With Two Souls 


| Continued 


among the motor cars. Oh, how delicious! 
The lamps, the headlights, the red and green 
signals, and a moon! [I love that Fifth Ave- 
nue. We went into Central Park where the 
trees kept shading us. Neither had spoken. 
Then he said 

“I can’t believe you are Graelen R--” 

“Why ?” 

“You have the face of a lovely 
night, and in the pictures—” 
Ah, I knew. “It is you 

side up, Mr. 


child to- 


who bring that 


‘IBSON,” he said. “Roy Gibson. In 

the piano business. But what in the 

world has the piano business to do with us? 
Have you forgotten?” 

My heart jumped through me. 
and got faintish. The truth 
at me, but I couldn't see it. 
carriage rolled into moonlight, and we turned 
toward each other. A moment more, we 
both cried out, we were in each other's arms. 

‘This is madness,” he breathed, “like that 
other. But I've never forgotten you. And 
I knew you must be Graelen, and knew it 
not. Graelen is so siren-like, a Circe with 
men. But once in a while she lifts up that 
face, with round eyes, and soft smile, and I 
have her in my arms on the Mauretania, 
that first night of the war. Are you going 
to disappear again?” 

“No.” I gave a soft laughter 
where were you? Graelen hunted you, 
in the engine rcom.” 

“You did? I was sick, Graelen. I stayed 
out all the night, walking the ship, and in 
the morning, I took sick suddenly, high fever, 
delirium ; and so till I got ashore. My sick- 
ness, I don’t know what it was. But I was 
in love.” 

“Sick ?” I said. 
your stateroom many 
side, sick and delirious, and I hunting you. 
But oh, you didn’t die, did you? You are 
here now? Is it strange I came to think I 
must have dreamed you?” 

He was a bachelor, thank the good God, 
and I unwedded. He felt that I conferred 
the highest honors upon him in loving him. 
He felt, he said, twice the man he was. He 
lived, he told me, in an apartment alone. 
Would I ever come to see him? Could I 
trust him?” 


I trembled 
was beating 
Just then the 


“But ah, 
even 


“And possibly I walk by 
a time, and you in- 
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laughed, “I will go any- 
Show me tonight. I am safe with 
father or mother.” 

was a knight like Galahad 
or King Arthur. He was what you Ameri- 
cans call clean. My whole soul came to 
peace, I was blessed with him; he was so 
different from the men I knew. Ah, my 
girlhood dream: love in a garden, beside the 
waters, the world shut out. 

So it began. The rest of my 
stay was all his. Ah, a time of 
His voice on the telephone waking me in 
the morning. Our breakfast together. Yes, 
we had strawberries and cream! Our saun- 
tering, not in the garden, but in the crowded 
streets, which turned into gardens, because 
we were hidden from everyone. That eve- 
ning in Gramercy Park, the high iron fence 
closing us in, the great tree overhead, a 
fountain playing! 

That night! We 
hand that writes in his. 
pers me: 

Graelen, we must marry.” 

Revolt! Suddenly the actress screams in 
me, “No, no, I can’t marry. I cannot be 
the domestic wife. I must have the world 
at my feet. Men, men, men, and wine and 
song. Intoxication, fame, wealth, glory.” 
Ah, with Roy I was only the convent-girl; 
the actress slept. But now she awoke, 
weaponed. 


“With 
where. 
you as with a 

It was so. He 


you,” I 


New York 
miracles. 


sat on a bench, this 
We kiss; he whis- 


TRY to explain it to Roy. 

yet. It would spoil all. I would be dif- 
ferent; you too. Now you are my garden 
my Gramercy Park, my dream-world. You 
fold me in, when I am weary and worn, the 
gates are locked, the world is lost, fame is 
forgotten. Be just that to me, Roy, and I 
shall love you ever and ever.” 

He pleads. He will let me free. I can 
come and go. He is not jealous. I can kiss 
in the movies. Anything. But the hardness 
in me comes, gulping my throat, when I 
think of marriage. I cannot swallow it. I 
am firm. 

“Not yet,” I say, to make an end, 
Wait till I. am a little sick of glory.” 

He fights to win. And I might have been 
his wife the next day, where here I am 
hurrying to his death-call. Oh Roy, what 


“Not yet, not 


“later, 
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have I done? It rushes over me. 
blind. 

We get into Chicago tonight. Then out 
by the Twentieth Century to New York. 
Tomorrow! How can I live through till 
then? I cannot rest. The song of the} 


wheels keeps over and over the same, “He | 


is dying: he is dead.” It drives me beside | 
myself. How I hate the endless prairie out- | 
side, dead with winter, mournful cows| 


standing still, bitter winds, skies all heavy | 


cloud . . . Roses in Hollywood, snow in 
New York! And Roy in his bed, perhaps 


dead now. 


MUST write again. I must curb my fever 
with the hard work of telling my story. 


I left Roy in New York and came to! 


Hollywood. I buried myseli in my work 
so far as I could. It was three months be- 
fore the picture was finished and I could 
go to New York again. But all that time 
I was never so good an actress before.: The 
picture had much love-longing in it. A 
woman waits many years for her lover. All 
my longing for Roy, my desperate sorry 
longing, my homesickness, came into my 
face, as I sat beside the sea and stared over 
the waters, waiting, waiting. That picture 
was my first American triumph. I was in 
love, and the people could see and feel I 
was in love. 

Daily we wrote to each other. Often 
came flowers. He did not complain by let- 
ter, for he knew I was too burdened with 
work. But when he met me in the station 
in New York, I trembled for fear of his 
health; he looked lean and pale, his eyes 
were burning. But we were too happy. 

Next day, Sunday we walked through 
empty streets in the sun, holding hands, and 
laughed and were children. Gramercy Park 
that night! My burden dropped away. I 
was at peace again. When the bells of the 
Metropolitan Tower tolled, I almost imag- 
ined the garden in the convent and my 
dream-lover stealing me away. Oh, how 


restful, how delicious! My head went down | 


on his shoulder. 

| “Ah, my Graelen,” he said, 

|marry. There’s no other way.” 
“Would you cease,” I asked, 

what you do?” 


“we must 


“giving me | 


“IT give nothing,” he said, “that’s just it. | 
You don’t accept my love and my home, | 


and you have everything else in the world.” 
“You give me, my darling, this,” I said, 
and laid his hand on my brow, making it 


caress me. “That is what you give me.| 


Oh, sweet, sweet human things, so I can for- 
get I am an actress, a star. Little things. 


Strawberries and cream, careless things and | 


| peace.” 


E SAW my wonderful happiness then, 

and held back his tongue. So it came 
about. Whenever a picture was finished I 
rushed to New York and played with Roy. 
Sometimes we sat in his apartment, with 
books and silence. Sometimes we went to the 
seashore, among the dunes where no people 
| came, and we had the wind, the sand, the 
|sky, the ocean. Often as not we walked 
about the city. We did the nothings that 
are everything. It was fun to take a bus 
ride with him, laughing softly together as 
we watched the sights. 

It seemed thus it would go on always; 
ever returning to my sorrow of absence in 
Hollywood, the days of longing, and burn- 
ing it all up in movie parts, acting with fire, 
and white longing, and tears that seared and 
scorched; with now and again the old devil, 
the knowing woman, the strange vampire 
snaking her way in, laughing, dancing, lur- 


ing. And after that, my garden, my Gram- | 


ercy Park. 

But then three months ago came that 
sudden end I can’t yet believe. It was a 
night in the Indian Summer, and in Gram- 


jercy Park. Ah, I remember as we sat| 
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How a Famous Lecturer 
Found a Way to 


by David V. Bush 
USED to be very stout. 
In fact I was so stout 
that I often felt ashamed to 
face my audiences in Car- 
negie Hall, New York, and 
other famous auditoriums. 
One day I received a let- 
ter that made me blush. 
Here’s what the letter said: 


“Why is it you are so fat? You—David 
V. Bush—America’s greatest authority 
on right living. You tell others how to 
live—what to eat—how to care for them- 
selves, mentally and physically. Yet you 
do nothing about your own stoutness."’ 


That I had been able to help others and 
not mysel/ was a source of great irritation to 
me. Wherever I went I felt that people were 
saying: “If his method of right living has 
proved so beneficial to thousands—why 
doesn’t he follow it himself?” 


I Began to Experiment on Myself 


But for years I had tried every known kind of reduc- 
ing method without success. Months of dieting and 
exercise had failed to produce results. I would have 
given up in despair, but suddenly the thought came 
to me: Every reducing method I had tried was the 
invention of someone else. Why not perfect a safe, 
sure method of my own? 

I resolved to start all over again and make a 
thorough investigation of all the principles of sei- 
entific reducing. For months I worked and studied— 
and at last I was ready for my great experiment. 

Imagine my amazement. In 24 hours I lost 2 
pounds! During the next 24 hours I lost 3 pounds 
more! Within three weeks I had reduced to my 
normal weight. I found myself more vigorous, more 
mentally alert than ever before. I lost the sluggish, 
physical fatigue that fat brings. 


I Guarantee to Reduce You, Too 


No matter how stout you may be—no matter how 
many reducing me thods you have tried—I guarantee 
that my new scientific course in natural reducing will 
end your stoutness—or the treatment won't cost you 
a penny! 

Send no money. Simply send me your name and 
address and my complete instructions, “‘How to Re- 
duce” will be sent to you. Pay the postman only 
$2.98 plus a few cents postage on arrival If at the 
end of two weeks you are not completely satisfied—if 
you do not lose weight rapidly and easily—just tell 
me so and your money will be instantly refunded 
Mail the coupon TODAY. David V. Bush, Dept. 
H-491, 225 N. Michigan Blvd., Chicago, Ill. 


David V. Bush, Publisher, 

Dept. H-491, 225 N. Michigan Bivd., 
Chicago, Ill. 

Please send me your complete method, “How to 
Reduce."" I will pay the postman $2.98 plus a few 
cents postage. I understand that if I am not com- 
pletely satisfied at the end of two weeks, I may 
return the course and you will refund my money 
at once. 
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CITY STATE 

Sometimes C.O.D. packages are delayed. To get 
quickest action send cash with order. If cash accom- 
panies order, we will pay the postage. 


ForLuckinLove 


GAMES AND BUSINESS 
Get this Mystic Arabian Sheik 
Ring of unique design—unusual 
beauty—with gorgeous Ahmed 
ruby and emerald. Send no money. Pay postman 
only $1.98 when delivered. Special Free Offer. Order 
now, send birth date, and horoscope with your Moon 
signs: 7 lucky days, and 7 lucky numbers will be in- 
cluded mar Why not have good Long 


HEIK AHME 
1260-G-Calif, San Calif. 
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leaves falling about us, the chimes 
going silver from the Tower, the soft air full 
of haziness, the tinkle of the fountain. We 
in silence, for Roy answered me nothing 
to my questions. Then I tried to take his 
hand, and he pushed it off. I grew fright- 
ened I his arm 


there the 


sat 


seized 


r ELL me what you think?’ I cry. 
Oh the pain that came to me. It was 
Roy talking. It was a dark, terrible 
had not met before. He was 
harsh, fierce, trampling on my heart. 
“T'll tell you what I think,” he 
“You are selfish, vain, conceited, cruel. You 
men for your own glory You can’t 
What am I to you? A sort of sana- 
2 rest-cure after your pictures. And 
You say you put our love into 
Your work is everything! What 
My work is going blah! 


not my 
stranger I 


cried. 


use 
love 
torlum 
then what? 
your art 

do I mean to you? 


I can’t think; I can’t fight. I’m down and 
out with this love of yours. Your pictures 
show you I should have known. The 
vamp, the cold woman who uses men. In- 
nocent child! That’s a pose. That’s where 
you act. It’s the other one that’s the real 
you!” 

He was raining blows on me. I was 


bruised, beaten, borne down, trampled on. 
I grew faint; I could not sit there. 1 groped 
upward. He leaped up also 

He seized my arm hard, and pushed me 
along. Oh, the cruelty in Roy at that 
moment ! 

Outside the Park he called to a taxi, and 
put me in 

I was weeping. I could say not a thing. 
Blackness was everywhere. He slammed the 
door, spoke to the driver, and I was taken 
to my hotel. 

I waited the next day and the next. No 
word. Then came a telegram from Holly- 
wood, to rush back, the best part in my 
life. The actress came to life. I went back. 
I, too, was through. For, oh, the beautiful 
image of him before which I knelt in my 
soul, that was broken. That precious thing, 
which love in all its purity brings, that was 
gone. For it was the ardent, innocent child 
in me that loved him, and he had crushed 
that child 

For not yet did I awake up to my selfish- 
ness, though his words followed me like bees 
that stung and stung me. But I was hard 
again. I had lived before Roy came, I could 
live after he was gone. 

It was otherwise Why was I ever 
languid? Why did it never seem worth 
while, the pictures? Why did I go and get 
the temperament I never had till then? For 
now I raged in the studio over trifling things. 


S TOO much freedom in marriage as bad as not enough? 
than resort to feminine tricks to hold him? 


And all the 
I did not care 
What was it 


I walked out. I made scenes 
time I cared about nothing. 
to live nor even to die. 
all? 

And what did I hear from Roy? Only 
what this friend and that told me, coming 
from New York. He was living a wild 
life Sir Galahad was on the loose. I 
shrugged my shoulders. We perhaps had 
ruined one another. Did it matter? Let 
him go on the loose. He was so good, so 
clean; my ideal of a man; oh, what I 
wanted. And then a brute had spoken to 
me through his dear lips, a brute had looked 
at me through his loved eyes. Roy was no 


more. Let him be wild. Other men have 
been wild. Perhaps most men. 
Three long months. And then the sud- 


den telegram just two and a half hours be- 


fore I boarded the train, that he was in 
the hospital, shot. “Condition, serious; asks 
for you.” 


I was seated languidly at breakfast when 
I opened the telegram and read it. And 
all I could do was to sit there stupidly and 
say: “I love you. I love you. I love 
you.” I was already in New York at his 
bedside, taking his head into my arms. I 
was breathing life into him. Suddenly my 
dry eyes, three months dry, wept. Oh, the 
blessing of such tears! And then fear, fear 
that struck through me lightning, making 
me unable to move. Three thousand miles 
away. I called my maid. 


“ DACK, pack; this morning’s train; New 
York.” 

I staggered as I tried to get dressed. I 
shook with wild sobs. And oh, remorse. 
Now a flood of light came, now that it was 
too late. A flood of light. I saw myself. 
I painted over again with terrible details 
the picture Roy had painted of me. I saw 
my selfishness, my reckless, cruel ambition. 
I had killed the wonder of my life for what? 
A round of applause, a look on my face in 
a picture. Oh, infamous! Truly I had 
been selling my soul in selling my love. 

And then, as I got on the train, my heavy 
veil concealing me, I was handed a news- 
paper. There it was. Roy Gibson, the 
piano manufacturer, shot in a drunken 
brawl in a Night Club over a woman. Over 


a woman! I was racked with the most 
astounding jealousy. 
Who is she? Must I forgive him as he 


must forgive me? What do I face tomor- 
row? Will he be silent, still, the last word 
spoken? Will my feet hold me up if I 
confront him dead? Oh, now I wish there 
were more to write, more. Just to busy 
myself; not to look longer on the wide 


desolate farm 
A whole 


winter-sodden prairies, the 
houses, the heavy, heavy skies. 
night more; and then tomorrow. 

The last telegram came as we were reach- 
ing New York. It said: “Passing through 
crisis; a few hours will tell.” His life still 
hung by a thread, and as we went into 
New York, I seemed to go into a city of 
death. The snow fell soft, fell and fell, 
like on a city of the graves of the giants, 
and the little people passed among the dead. 
I jumped into a taxi. We were held up at 
crossways, I swayed to and fro, half dead 
myself, pierced with jealousies, fears, dreads, 
remorse, my eyes red, my cheeks pale. 

We came to the hospital door. My maid 
pay the taxi. I stumble in 

The woman at the desk looks at me with 
marvel, for she knows I am Graelen R——. 

“He is alive,” she say. “You're to go 
up, Miss R——” 

An orderly takes me up. We come to a 
door. It is opened. I walk in, my heart 
stops. He is still alive. I come to the bed. 

The doctor he is very grave. “He calls 
for you,” he said. “Perhaps when he sees 
you, he will come back. Or not. Try it.” 

I go to him. I lean close, getting on my 

ees. 

“Darling,” I whisper, “I came. Graelen 
came. I love you, darling. I came.” 

He opens his eyes. His eyelids flutter. 
He turns his head a little, and blinks. Then 
he smiles softly. 

“Graelen,” he whispers, “is it you?” 

“Yes, darling,” I say, “I came to tell you, 
if you have me, I will be your wife.” 

“Ah,” he sigh, and shut his eyes. I take 
his head in my arms, and kiss his lips. I 
kiss and kiss him. I kiss my soul into him, 
my life. Then I feel him kiss back. 

And oh, Roy, how I loved you back to 
health, with only one terror left in me, the 
terror of that woman for whose sake you 
were shot. Needless terror! When they 
wheeled him out on the roof, a week later, 
in the winter sunshine, and we were alone, 
he told me. The woman was myself. Think 
of it, a man had insulted my name before 
him. They fought, and he was shot. 


INCE then, I have learned another strange 

thing. Roy has changed. Those months 
of wildness changed him. He looked different 
even, more worldly, more manly perhaps. 
He was no longer the old. dream-lover only. 
But he was that, too. And I saw then that 
perhaps I could be more my self with him; 
not just the innocent child, but the actress 
too; and that perhaps now we could be 
happy in the marriage. Ah, of that now 
we shall see. 


Would you let another woman have your husband rather 
Or would you, believing that men and women are unchanged 


in spite of their modern poses, rely, as my story in February SMart Set will prove I did, on “The Tyranny of Tears.” 


Because She Adored Her Husband 


Since he did not budge, I took him firmly 
by the arm. He responded then like a child 
and sat down in a daze, absently lighting his 
pipe 

“Tell me what happened,” I urged. “What 
was the shock that did this.” 


s HE shock?” he echoed. “The shock 

was that she found me out and a tin 
god went crashing Doctor, that woman 
adored me; she worshipped the ground I 
walked on; her life was in my hands, and 


now I've crushed it. 
‘Doctor,” he went on and I did not in- 
terrupt him, “it was all wrong from the 


start. The way I met her was wrong. It 


[Continued from page 60] 


began with the hero-stuff. It was down 
at Palm Beach and she had gone out be- 
yond her depth and was drowning. I was 
swimming near and I reached her just as 
she was sinking the third time and carried 
her in. When they brought her to and she lay 
there on the sand, she tried to reach up her 
hand to thank me, but couldn’t. I had to lean 
close to her to hear her. And so we got a 
square look at each other. Her face fright- 
ened me; it was so beautiful, her eyes shin- 
ing into mine, her lips trembling, her cheeks 
so pale, her hair all dripping wet and glowing. 


“ ALL wrong. We shouldn’t have met that 
way. She should have run in on me 
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gambling with the boys, when I was showing 
when I was drinking with light women, or 
the coarse, weak, cowardly rotter that I am. 
Oh, I’m all right in a way. Don’t get me 
wrong. I’m a good criminal lawyer. I’m 
bold in a court-room, and I'd risk my neck 
for a lot of things. But deep in me I’m a 
four-flusher.” 

He paused a moment, so I put in: “In 
what way?” 

“With women,” he said, “with liquor, 
with gambling and with life. I’ve always 
taken the easiest way; I’ve always bluffed, 
evaded or tricked. That’s my real character! 
That’s what I am.” 

He laughed bitterly and sardonically. 


“Could I get Emily to see me that way? 
Never! From that first walk we took that 
night in the moonlight, far down the sands, 
she let me know that I stood on a pedestal, 
with herself way down below saying little 
prayers to me and adoring me. And the 


worst of it was that I couldn’t undeceive | 


her. I didn’t even want to. It was un- 
canny, but when I was with her, she made 
me feel that I was noble, and good, and 
true, and faithful, and straight, and strong. 


“CHE demanded that I be the pure ar- 
J ticle, and I acted up to her wish. The 
way she saw me, I tried to be. I dropped 
the cursing, the gambling, the whole busi- 
ness. And whenever I was away from her, 
I felt too sweet to live. I hated myself from 
the ground up. 

“It was a fake heaven we went into when 
we married, and I trembled in fear from 
day to day as we went on. There was no 
stopping it. As the months passed, she’d 
tell me time and again how she had come 


to understand me, the real me; she alone | 


saw it; and I was everything she had 
dreamed a man should be. I was so atten- 
tive! I was a real lover! I understood her! 
I was thoughtful! I was such a comfort! 
And there I'd be, a bit drunk on it, looking 
my noblest. 

“Then, two months ago, I ran into Tan- 
nie G—” He laughed harshly. “Tannie’s 
an actress, and knew me in the old days. 
Besides, she really knew me. No one can 
fool Tannie. She had me on the carpet in 
no time. 

“T had run into her at the Ritz at lunch. 
She was alone, so I sat down with her. 

“Gosh, it was good! Down to the Earth, 
back to me. Tannie certainly opened the 
windows for me and let in the air. So it 
struck me all of a heap that I needed Tan- 
nie as an antidote to Emily. It’s so con- 
foundedly good to be natural, to be what 
you are, not to have to play-act. For Tan- 
nie didn’t care. Actually, she didn’t like the 
‘high-hat’ me, but the old tumbledown, in 
and out, fast and loose gambler and philan- 
derer. She craved the man I was and not 
something I was supposed to be. So there 
I was, with Emily pushing me up and Tan- 
nie pulling me down. And when I was with 
Tannie I felt free and wicked, and when I 
was with Emily I did not dare look into 
the future. 

“Don’t get me wrong, Doctor. From the 
time I met Emily there hasn’t been any 
other woman in the world for me; not one. 
I loved her so that I hadn’t the heart or the 
courage to show her the real me, to disil- 
lusion her, to make her love me less. Or 
perhaps I was too weak, too vain. I strutted 
my stuff before her and liked to feel big. 
And so,” his voice dropped to a despairing 
whisper, “I’ve crushed her, and broken the 
only beautiful thing I knew in life. Why 
are we all such fools?” 


OMETHING like a harsh sob, almost of 
\7 rage, escaped him; and he sat staring 
down at the floor. 

“My God, I’m a rotter, when I think of 
it,” he went on slowly. “You see, Doctor, 
I got to feeling blue staying home night after 
night with Emily; so the other evening I 
did a fool thing. I pleaded business and took 
Tannie to a night club. I drank, and Tan- 
nie drank, and we danced. And we kissed 
each other for the first time. When I came 
home, Emily was waiting for me. When I 
kissed her, she looked up at me incredulous 
and shocked. 

“*VYou’ve been drinking,’ she said. 

“*Ves,’ I said, ‘I met some of the boys 
It won’t happen again, Em. I’m devilish 
sorry.’ 

“She forgave me instantly, and blamed 
the boys; said she knew how it was when 
a man was in a drinking crowd. 

“That was three nights ago. This eve- 


ERE’S an absolutely new, money-making proposition 

that will bring you big profits—easy profits—QUICK 
PROFITS! You can make $50 a week in spare time— 
$100 in full time—taking orders for JIFFY GLASS CLEANER—a 
new, pure, harmless liquid that easily and instantly cleans glass 
surfaces without water, soap or chamois. Think of it! Unequaled for 
cleaning windows, mirrors, windshields, show cases, eyeglasses, etc. 
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Engraved INVITATIONS 
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~ VISITING CARDS ~ 
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START to PLAY 
Very First Day: | 


Extra Money, Hosts of Friends, 
Loads of Fun Can Be Yours! 
REE easy lessons enable you to 
ig amazing instrument 
», even if you can’t read a 
susie right now! Surprise 
elight your friends. Make 
big money at dances, enteT- 
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4 to $25 extra for work that 
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Ralph Smith, Chicago, 
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man, Reading, Penna. 
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how you can play the Xylorimba in your own home for five 
days and evenings at our risk and outlines our special terms 
that make it easy for you to own, a Xylorimba. If you want 
more fun out of life, more friends and boosters, more money 
than you’ve ever earned before, send for Free Book today. 
J. C. DEAGAN, Inc., Dept. 1641, 1770 Berteau Ave., Chicago 
Please send me, without obligation, full details of the Free 
Trial offer and easy-payment plan on the Deagan Xylorimba. 
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ning I came home, and she was sitting in this 
room, in that chair, pale as death, but her 
eyes were shining. There she was, with that 
glowing hair, and those beautiful eyes, say- 
ing to me without words that she was proud 
of me and that she believed in me 

“*Em,’ I said, ‘something’s on your mind.’ 

“*Not really,’ she answered, ‘but Jane 
K— called this afternoon. She said that on 
Tuesday night she was at a night club and 
saw you and Tannie G—. She said some 
other things too, terrible, cruel, cowardly 
things to say. 

“*Then,’ Emily said, ‘I showed her the 
door and told her never to come here again.’ 


We she said that, my heart almost 
broke with love of her. I knew I 
wasn’t good enough to be the rug under her 
feet. Pure faith, pure love! She gave both 
to me; and no questions. 

“And then, Doctor, I struck the blow. I 
thought, fool that I was, that I never could 
look her in the eyes again unless I told her 
the truth. I thought I owed it to her. 
Somehow it never occurred to me that this 
might happen. I said to her: 

“*Em, you'd better kick me out of the 
door and let me writhe.’ 

“When I said that, her lips went apart 
and her hands went to her heart. She sat 
there a long while. I rushed over to her. 

“For God’s sake, Em, listen,’ I began. 

“But she cut me off. Her voice was quiet 
and dead. 

“*Help me to my room.’ 

“I helped her to her room and she sank 
down on the bed. 

“Then, just before I went down for you, 
the maid came in with a message. 

“ “Mrs. F— says her time has come and to 
get the doctor.’” 

Roderick swallowed bitterly. 
about all, I guess,” he muttered. 

The room was silent. I was just prepar- 
ing to go, when there rose that strange 
primitive sound that seems to cut to the quiv- 
ering center of life and its pain: a woman's 
scream. Roderick leaped to his feet and 
would have rushed from the room, but I 
stopped him. 

“You must endure it,” I cried, “or you 
may kill her. Hold yourself down.” 

Four hours later the little new baby was 
lying at the foot of the bed. Emily lay 
against her pillow, her face pale as wax and 
the veins showed blue on her forehead. The 
face was deathlike and looked all the 
stranger because of the glowing hair that 
framed it and the dark blue eyes that shone 
in it. She was so spent and weak she could 
not move. To hear her, I had to lean close 
to her lips. 

“He'll live?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said, “you'll have to take good 
care of him, but he'll live.” 

“Let me see him.” 

“Wait, just a little,” I pleaded. “You're 
not quite ready. Besides, I want you to 
live.” 

“No,” she said simply, “I can’t.” 

“Your son needs you, Emily,” I said. 

“Poor, poor baby. It’s too late.” 

“Not if you do one thing,” I went on. 

“No,” her lips quivered, “there’s nothing 
to do.” 

“You must forgive Roderick.” 

“T can’t,” she murmured. “I gave him a 
great love. I honored him and adored him. 
His image was in my heart, perfect and true. 
He has broken it, and broken me.” 

“Emily,” I said, “you adored him too 
much; you put him on a pedestal and made 


“That’s 


him act false to himself. He couldn’t help 
it. He loved you so much he wanted to be 
the man you dreamed he was. And it drove 
him to do foolish things for relief. Not 
as foolish,” I went on, “as you believe. 
That was the first night they kissed. That 
was the only time. That was all there was 
to it. He has told me the whole truth. 
He is contrite and crushed. Once he 
saved your life; save his and your own 
now.” 

The tears were streaming down her face. 
Then she glanced at me. 

“It was only that once?” 

“Yes, Emily.” 

“But to do it at such a time as this—” 

“Share the blame with him,” I broke in. 
“Don't you see, Emily? You were newly 
wed, you idolized each other, and you put 
him too high. He couldn’t live at such a 
level. He only went to another woman be- 
cause she allowed him to be himself, foolish, 
weak, silly. It’s what you should have done, 
but didn’t do. The blame is with both of 
you.” 

She lay very still. I turned to the nurse. 

“Show Mrs. F— the baby,” I said. 

The nurse brought the child. 

Emily began to croon softly. 

“Oh, the cunning little thing. The cute 
little thing. The darling little thing. My 
baby, my own. Put him in my arms, nurse.” 

The child was laid carefully in her arms. 

“Emily,” I said, “that child is yours and 
that child is Roderick’s. You are his mother, 
but Roderick is his father. Forgive him.” 

Roderick had entered. There was a pause, 
and I noticed a sudden deeper silence, a si- 
lence which seemed to envelop the place, 
something soft, universal, deep. Without 
thinking I said: 

“It has begun to snow.” 

We all listened, as it were, while Roderick 
stood looking down at the mother and her 
new-born. 

He stepped slowly closer and closer. He 
leaned to Emily, the tears dropping. 

“Darling,” said Emily, “it’s a boy.’ 

He sank to her lips, and a wailing was 
heard, the child’s cry for the mother. 


[* MAY interest the reader to know that 
the child not only lived and grew strong, 
but actually the real marriage of Emily and 
Roderick began. There is, often enough, 
this first crash in marriage, when the illusion 
and the enchantment of falling in love has 
begun to wear thin. It is then that the 
couple may suddenly discover each other, a 
dangerous moment which sometimes wrecks 
the marriage. In this case, it was the woman 
more than the man who could not see truly; 
and the part she assigned to him was such 
that he could not live it. It was too noble 
and too high for him. It was inevitable 
then that if he went on playing the hypo- 
crite, that nature should assert itself in some 
other direction. Hence, his overpowering 
impulse to be disloyal to her. 

This is another clear case where my medi- 
cal knowledge alone could not have met the 
situation. In fact it shows plainly what a 
powerful part a mental and emotional shock 
can play and how necessary it is in such a 
case to meet the crisis with understanding 
and with reason and sympathy. 

At some other time I will tell the story of 
the man who didn’t believe .in marriage, or 
love, for that matter, and whose refusal of 
the greatest thing in his life almost wrecked 
a woman and himself. But now I must 
draw to an end, so, dear reader, once more 
“Au Revoir.” 


ERHAPS the strangest of all the cases in the Family Doctor's notebook 
is the case of the man who almost destroyed himself and the woman 
he loved, body and soul, because he refused to believe in marriage as the 


normal expression of that love. 


He will tell you the facts in this startling 


case in an early issue of SMART Set! 
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Crucible 


than any of the rest, and then you turn me 
down cold for some yellow-haired little stuck- 
up. Oh, Paul, sometimes you make me sick! 
I'm going to call up some real sheik that’s 
got a machine!” Impetuously she started 
for the telephone. 

“Wait a minute!” 
her desperately. 

“Get out of the way! I'll get a fellow 
who isn’t such a dumb dodo he can’t even 
take a girl over to the lake for a party 
when she asks him to!” 

“What time do you wanta go?” 

“Any time, the earlier the better. Give 
us more time over there.” 

Paul gasping, “Listen,  Fritzie. 
Promise me you won't get Art, or anybody 
else, will you, kid?” 

“Why, no, I won’t promise. You don’t 
think little Fritzie’s going to stay home 
when there’s a nice warm cottage waiting 
for her, do you?” She attempted to push 
on past him. 


He sprang in front of 


E FLUNG his arms about her, embrac- 

ing her tightly, his eyes blazing. “I'll 
go!” he said. “I'll get the machine! Will 
you be ready any time I come?” 

“You bet I will! I'd wait forever for 
you, Paul.” 

Paul walked home, eyes like dead coals 
sunk in little pits of grey ashes, fixedly 
staring at the sidewalk; scheming, fearing, 
desiring, quaking. 

At supper he was quiet with the quiet- 
ness of a midniglit ah ws beside a corpse. 
His father had gone on one of his frequent 
business trips. Paul approached his mother 
with that uncanny subtlety which sin gives 
Youth. 

“Don’t forget 
morning, Mom.” 

“Why, what do you mean?” 

“You know. Only for you.” 

“What are you talking about, Paul?” 

“Oh, you know. I toldja, didn’t 1?” 

“Told me what?” 

“About Art Meredith givin’ an all-night 
stag radio party at his house tonight.” 

“No, you didn’t tell me a thing about 
that.” 

“Didn’t I? Well! I thought I'd told 
you all about it a couple of times. Musta 
been Dad I told. Anyhow, Art and a 
buncha us fellows are all gonna be there 
and we'll have breakfast at Art’s house. 
Then tomorrow is Saturday and we'll prob- 
ably go skatin’ over to the lake!” he 
added. 

“Oh dear, I do wish you'd tell me about 
those things sooner. Well, I suppose it’s 
all right. Do be careful skating, honey.” 

“I will, Mom. G’bye.” 

“Why, aren’t you going to kiss your 
mother ?” 

“Oh, sure.” He turned back and kissed 
her hastily, then immediately raised his 
hand to his mouth to cover his twitching 
lips. 

He walked blindly out of the house and 
furtively skirted the block to bring up at 
the Benton garage door. He stood in the 
dark beside the garbage can and the trash 
bin until the light went out in the kitcher. 
Then he slipped into the garage, opened 
the car door and touched the ignition 
switch. It was unlocked! 

Stepping back, he closed, the house-ward 
entrance. In thick, velvety blackness he 
clambered into the front seat. He snapped 
on the little dash-board light and carefully 
disconnected the speedometer. 

The motor started perfectly. 
he throttled it down low, 


about breakfast in the 


Instantly 
regulating the 


[Continued from page 47] 


ask you first because I love you lots better 


of Youth 


mixture so that the engine would not die. 
The subdued hum of the motor could 
scarcely have been heard outside the tightly- 
closed garage. 

He left the machine and softly opened 
the big back doors. For a moment he 
stood peering up and down the deserted 
alley. His breath hung like white powder 
in the frozen air. Then back to the wheel, 
where he eased the gears into reverse and 
gently backed the car out of the garage. 

The chainless back tires spun helplessly 
on the thick ice for a few seconds as he 
started forward. He drove quietly in low 
speed with the lights out till he came to 
the side street, then on with the lights, up 
into second, back into high, and away into 
the cold night he sped, a nervously tri- 
umphant smile on his pale lips. 

He tooted the horn wildly as he skidded 
in next to the curb in front of Fritzie’s. 
She was at the door waiting for him. He 
saw her blow a kiss to her mother as she 
skipped down the steps. Her small, painted 
face was glowing with animation as she 
jumped into the front seat beside Paul. 

He drove swiftly up the quiet street, the 
car sometimes swerving in the deep ice 


ruts 
“They'll have a big fire in the fireplace,” 


Fritzie observed dreamily, then added 
somewhat irrelevantly, “Do you love me, 
Paul?” 


He turned from his driving to give her 
a long, revturous stare. “Love you? Why 
you sweet little devil, I'm just crazy about 
you!” He reached over and patted her 
cheek. 

“Look out!” she screamed. 

Paul wrenched the steering wheel furi- 
ously. The big sedan shot over the treach- 
erous ice of a street intersection and bore 
down the figure of a pedestrian. There was 
the horrible, soft, crunching thud of an 
auto striking a human body. A dark form 
sprawled grotesquely, struck the curb 
heavily and lay very still. A derby hat 
rolled crazily in circles for a moment, then 
it, too, settled quietly in the snow. 

Paul was paralyzed with fright. The car 
had slid to a tardy standstill just beyond a 
corner street light. Paul leaned half out 
of the window in the full glare, one hand 
still on the steering wheel. 

The figure of the man stirred, rolled on 
its side, groaned, and a white face looked 
at Paul for a long instant. 

Fritzie broke the awful spell with her 
frantic voice. “Beat it! Turn out your 
lights, Paul! Don’t let him get your num- 
ber! For Pete’s sake drive!” 

There had settled over Paul the unreal, 
this-can’t-be-true feeling of a nightmare. 
He cast a wild-eyed look about him and 
started the car forward with a lurch. Both 
the intersecting streets and the corner were 
absolutely deserted. 


CHANGE came over Paul’s face as he 
cut a long, careful circle far down 
through the south end of the city. His eyes 
seemed to sink back in his head and open 
wider at the same time. He turned back 
north up a street gashed blackly by car-tracks. 
“The lake’s the other way,” exclaimed 
Fritzie. “Turn around up here at the next 
corner.” 
“We're not going to the lake,” the boy 
said, 
“We're not? Where are we going then?” 
“Tm goin’ home! I'll take you home, 
too, if you wanta go. You can say there 


was a misunderstanding about that sorority 
spread. Thatés what I’m gonna say about 
the radio party.” 
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“You're scared stiff!” Fritzie said sneer- 
ingly 

“Who wouldn’t be?” Paul demanded 
| “Why, there’s nothing to be scared about. 
Nobody saw you hit him and I’m pretty 
sure he didn’t get your number. What do 
you care?” 

“But think of him layin’ there in the 
snow, maybe ” he spoke the word pite- 
ously, tremulously—‘dead !” 

“Well, what if you did bump him off? 
Why should you worry? He wasn’t one 
of your friends.” 

“Shut up!” Paul said. 

“And what if I don’t? I may not shut 
up at all, you know. There now Paul, don’t 
look that way! Fritzie loves you! She 
won't tell!” 


HEY rode on in silence, a silence that 

throbbed with thoughts and terrible pos- 
sibilities. The lights of a corner drug store 
were reflected on the snow 

“Let me out here,” Fritzie said. 

“Why? What are you going to do?” 

“Say listen, if you think this kid is going 
to get her bag all packed for a party and 
then turn around and go back when she’s 
half-way there, you’ve got another think 
coming! I always finish what I start out 
to do. There’s a telephone in that drug 
store and I'll begin with the A’s in the 
book and work right down the list. I’m 
going to go on through with that party if 
I have to call up the Employment Agency !” 

Paul had an ugly remark on the tip of 
his tongue, but for some reason he with- 
held it. He stopped and let her out. He 
did not her smiling wickedly about 
something as she crossed the sidewalk and 
pushed open the heavy glass door. 

He drove back to his alley and very 
quietly put the car away. He was de- 
liberate as he re-connected the speedometer 
and inspected the seat to see that no tell- 
tale vanity cases or hair-pins were left to 
undo him. 

But his step was unsteady as he walked 
around to the front door. 

And he reeled blindly, 
the stairs. 

He fell into bed convulsed. All night he 
there thus: face down, wide-eyed, sleep- 
rigid, sometimes trembling a little 

For a week Paul lived in hell. He awoke 
each morning forgetful of the incident, then 
suddenly the remembrance would crash 
home: and the awful pangs of realization 
would be suffered all over again. 

The black shadow of his fear sat with 
him at breakfast, stalked beside him to 
school and mocked him through all his 
classes till one sprightly teacher suggested, 
“Somebody stick a pin in Benton; he’s 
asleep.” 

In the cafeteria Monday noon, haggard- 
looking Art Meredith remaiked, “Golly, 
Paul, you sure look like a recent electrocu- 
tion! You musta been on a hotter party 
than I was!” 


see 


whimpering, on 


lay 


less, 


GAIN and again he relived the accident; 
the thud, the 


the scream, the horror, 
sprawling figure in the snow. His cheeks 
|grew wan, his mannerisms nervous, his 
appetite lagged and soon his dreams were 
haunted with sprawling things. 
| At last even his father squinted at his 


supper table and grumbled, 
Better quit smoking so 


}son over the 
“Look peaked. 
many cigarettes 

The .newspaper account had been any- 
thing but soothing: 


OUT-OF-TOWN PHYSICIAN 
HIT-SKIP VICTIM 

Dr. Harold W. Davidson, of 
Woodston, was run down and seri- 
ously injured early Friday evening 
at the corner of Summit and Merid- 
ian Streets by a driver who failed 
to stop. Dr. Davidson suffered 
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severe bruises and rib-fractures of 
the left side, with serious internal 
injuries. Attaches at the White 
Cross Hospital say he has a fair 
chance for recovery. 

After a week had passed and still the 


blow did not fall, Paul took hope. His 
victim recovered and went back to his 
nearby village after failing to identify sev- 


eral suspects. 

At the end of a month the incident was 
a memory fading with that magical ra- 
pidity with which all unpleasant things fade 
from youthful minds. 

But the most important result of the acci- 
cent Paul did not connect with it. 

That was the change in Fritzie, a subtle 
and unnameable change, but decidedly there. 
In some manner she managed to meet him 
in the halls after his classes, to walk with 
him to his next one, to detain him outside 
the class room door chatting. 

She was not loud or embarrassing. She 
was quieter than her wont, if anything, but 
there was a possessive air about her as she 
held Paul’s arm, especially if she sighted 
the golden head of Doris Bulen coming 
down the hall. The boy resented this, but 
he could not bring himself to rebel openly 
against her. 

The boy told himself repeatedly that he 
did not love this little minx. Unattainable 
Doris was still his star. But he could not 
deny that there was constantly a powerful, 
deep-seated feeling growing steadily stronger 
between himself and Fritzie. 

It frightened and sicken@d him when he 
thought of it, so he ceased to think 
about it. 

It was Paul’s birthday. “Seventeen years 
old!” he told himself that morning as he 
crawled protestingly out of bed. 


E WENT straight to his mirror and in- 

spected himself carefully, side and front 
views, but nothing about him seemed 
changed in the least 

Next he went to his window and gazed 
out. The geranium in the window opposite 
his looked just exactly as it always had. 
Paul began to half doubt if it was really his 
birthday, so commonplace was its unfolding. 

His mother kissed him seventeen times, 
much to his annoyance. In answer to a 
pointed query his father vouchsafed the 
birthday sentiment, “Still lack a good many 
years of having horse-sense enough to drive 
an automobile!” 

But Paul, a little wistful and wondering 
at the thought of actually growing older, 
at heart was so much of a kid that he did 
a rather unconventional thing. As _ they 
lolly-gagged about in the Collegiate booths 
in Strader’s, he let fall the remark ‘that 
that day was his birthday. 

“How old are you?” Fritzie asked. 

Paul grinned and looked mysterious. 


“Eighteen,” suggested Mabel. 
“Nineteen,” from a girl named Claire. 
“Three, and raised on Mellen’s Food,” 


chimed in Billy Finch. 

Just then Happy Watson joined the crowd. 

“Big news!” he said. “There’s a wop 
down on Vine Street puttin’ out nifty dago 
red for three dollars a gallon.” 

Fritzie jumped up in the seat. 

“Party,” she said. “Birthday 
my Snookums!” 

“Hot dawg!” 

“And dago red,” 

“Come on, kids! 
asked Fritzie. 

The six of them piled out of the booth 
and streamed down Strader’s steps, all 
bareheaded, into the moist, deceptive sun- 
shine of a springy late March noon. 


party for 


agreed Billy. 
chanted Edna. 
What’s all the delay?” 


“Say, wait a minute,” Paul said. He was 
surprised and secretly delighted. “We're 
not goin’ anywhere now, are we? Not till 
after school ?” 

“Le’s all cut our afternoon classes,” 
Billy said. “It’s too swell a day to hafta 
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sit in a stuffy old classroom anyhow.” 

They piled into Happy’s sedan and were 
off without thinking of anything but moving 
speedily away from school. All the win- 
dows in the car were wide open and the 
windshield was tilted out to admit a rush 
of air. 

The back seat was a wriggling heap of 
noisy gaiety. Fritzie bounced up and down 
on Paul’s lap, clapping her hands like a 
little girl in gingham saying, “Patty-cake, 
patty-cake, baker man.” 

Out along the broad asphalt of Morris 
Avenue they sped, the motor drumming a 
throaty: tattoo. Almost every person on 
the sidewalk looked after them, so spirited 
a picture did they make. 

The back tires spit out a high-pitched 
rubbery protest as Happy swung into the 
park entrance doing forty miles an hour. 

Deep in the raw freshness of bare brown 
tree limbs and muddy green grass he 
coasted the car to a halt. 

“Well,” said Edna, “where’s the dago 
red?” 

“Yeah, where is it, Happy?” Paul de- 
manded. “Just lemme at it!” 

“We've gotta go buy it. You didn’t 
think I was such a dumb bat as to bring it 
to school in my hack, didja?” 

“It has been done,” spoke Edna sagely; 
then: “Let's start after it.” 

“Aw, we can wait!” Billy said. “I tellya 
what le’s do. Le’s take a ride out through 
the country, then come back and go some 
place this evening.” 

“Sure,” agreed Paul. 

“And say,” continued Billy, “go around 
by my house and I'll pick up my uke. I 
feel musical.” 


IDING wildly, flat fields gliding by on 

either side of the highway. Compact 
little white clouds sailing high against the 
clear sky like puffy pillows strewn across a 
pretty blue bedspread.  Fritzie’s fragile 
weight resting lightly in his arms, Billy’s 
uke strumming by his side, the rush of 
warm new wind hard in his face, Paul was 
so happy as to bring on a sensation akin 
to pain, a sweet, cloying pain somewhere 
down below his throat. 

“Gee, isn’t this swell?” he breathed in 
Fritzie’s ear. 

They trooped into Happy’s house for a 
brief intermission before going to their 
homes to get ready for the evening. As 
the front room light flashed on Happy saw 
a note laying on the center table. He 
picked it up. The rest gathered around and 
read over his shoulder. 


Charles: 

Father and I called up to Garry. 
Aunt Freda seriously ill. Will be 
back by tomorrow evening if pos- 
sible, but not before. Set the 
alarm clock to get up by in the 
morning and don’t forget to empty 
the pan under the ice-box. Be a 
good boy. 

Mother. 


The little group was silent for a moment. 
They eyed each other questioningly. The 
air grew vibrant. 

Happy shrugged nervously. “It’s up to 
you girls,” he said. “For us fellows it’s 
the easiest thing in the world.” 

The three school girls exchanged glances. 
No expressions were on their faces; only 
the silent communion with their eyes. A 
decision was reached. 

“In that case,” said Edna “lets get our 
little solos over with first.” 

“Oh, I hate this,” Claire said, as they 
went in the next room to the telephone. 

“Forget it, kid, and do some fast think- 
ing,” Fritzie said. 

“Hello? Is this you, mother? This is 
Claire. I’m going to stay over et Edna’s 
tonight. Yes, I'm calling from there now. 
Oh, no, we're just going to study awhile 


for tomorrow’s exam and go to bed early. "| 

Fritzie broke into a loud titter of| 
laughter at her last remark. White-faced | 
Claire silenced her with a frantic gesture. 

“Oh, needn’t worry, I'll get to school all 
right in the morning. Tell Daddy good- 
night for me, good-by.” 

The telephone thumped on the stand. 
“Whew!” gasped Claire, “that’s over with! 
She gets more inquisitive every time. Say, 
Fritz, the next time you start giggling like 
that I’ll—Why, you nearly sunk my ship. 
If I'd laughed right then she’d have smelled 
a rat. All right, Edna, your turn.” 

“Hello? Oh, it’s Mary, is it? No, no, 
no, no! You needn’t call father! Just 
tell him I’m staying over at Claire’s tonight. 
No, I say you needn't bother him. Don’t | 
forget to tell him, though. Good-by!” | 


Gps. got it easy,” Fritzie said as she 
waited for her number. “My folks are 
gone till two or three o'clock almost every 
night, so all I do is tell the maid. Oh, 
hello, Jane? Frederica speaking. Tell Mrs. 
Wentgill in the morning that I stayed with 
friends tonight. Yes, just friends. Well, 
Tau Gamma Delta if you have to. And 
Jane, you may also tell her that I was 
home most of the evening studying, un- 
derstand? Oh sure, I'll remember. I’ve 
helped you and your boy friend out more 
than once, haven't I? Well, get the story 
straight even if it is crooked. Good-by.” 

Giggling, prancing, flushed of cheek and 
luminous of eye, the girls came arm in arm 
to the door between the two rooms and 
faced the boys. 

“Snookums, honey,” said Fritzie sweetly, 
“Happy’s giving that all-night stag radio 
party that he had to postpone a while ago, 
and he’s giving it tonight. It’s time to do 
a little broadcasting about it.” 

“Boys sure have got it easy when it 
comes to telephone work,” declared Claire 
encouragingly. “Their folks will believe 
anything they tell ’em.” 

A few nights later as Paul sat down to 
supper he knew that something was up. His 
parents had abruptly broken off in the 
midst of a serious conversation as he came 
in and hardly a word was spoken all dur- | 
ing the meal. An air of impending drama | 
hung palpitating over the family. | 

As soon as supper was over Mrs. Benton 
hurried out into the kitchen, closing the 
door behind her. Mr. Benton eyed his son | 
thoughtfully. 

Paul began to feel more than a little wor- 
ried. Maybe they been snooping around in 
his room, or—Oh gee! Maybe Happy Wat- 
son’s folks had found— 

“Hurrumph!” Mr. Benton cleared his | 
throat. “Let’s see now,” he began “you're 
seventeen, aren't you?” 

“I’ve been seventeen for quite a while!” 
Paul said. 

“Hmm! Well, you ‘re getting to the age 
when—er—where it is only right you really 
ought to know things!” He spoke the 
word “things” as if it were capitalized. 
Taking a deep breath, he plowed on. “It 
won't be long now till you'll be beginning 
to drift away from the home and get out 
into the world a little, perhaps, and you'll 
be liable to meet the wrong sort of young 
folks. So you ought to know about things.” 


TH difficulty Paul smothered a laugh. 

“You know,” continued his father, 
“forewarned is forearmed. When I was a 
boy parents didn’t tell their children such 
things, at least not until it was too late.” 
The business diplomat was now at his best, 
talking generalities. “But things have changed ; 
children now should be told things earlier. 
I don’t want any boy of mine falling into 
bad habits because of my neglect to do my 
parental duty. And so,” he produced a 
book from beneath the table with the air 
of a magician pulling a white rabbit out of 


a plug hat, “I want you to read this little 
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book thoroughly from cover to cover.” 

Paul took the book, biting down hard on 
the insides of his cheeks to keep a sober 
countenance 

Mr. Benton arose and plunged out into 
the kitchen, so upset by the ordeal that he 
began to wipe the dishes for his wite. 

Towards the end of that summer Paul 
drove the family car. It would be useless 
to relate the discord and wrangling with 
which the change finally came about. 

The first glorious afternoon he took the 
car out alone, he sought Art Meredith and 
raced up and down Morris Avenue while 
Art watched from the back window for 
speed cops. 

And all the while he drove the car, 
cially when in the vicinity of Summit 
Meridian Streets, he carefully forgot a cer- 
tain long-ago nightmare which had to do 
with a scream, a thud, and a sprawling fig- 
ure in the snow. 


espe- 
and 


MONG the fall's enthusiastic 
4 pledges to the Alpha Nu Pi’s was Paul 
Benton. His father was almost pleased when 
Paul told him he was “gonna get in a big 
fraternity—regular men.” 

At one of their meetings, a week before 
his initiation, Paul and the other candidates 
were divested of their clothing. Then long 
strips of adhesive tape were heated to gum- 


miness and applied from the boys’ armpits 
tightly down their sides to the soles of their 
feet. This they had to wear until the ini- 
tiation night, at which time it was slowly 
and gleefully peeled off by their initiators. 

That same week each of the pledges had 
to “do his stunt.” The stunt assigned Paul 


was to wear a high white preacher's collar 
through all his classes. He carried it off 
with an embarrassed face and a joyful heart. 

The initiation itseli lasted a whole night 
and was a master-piece of distinctly high 
school caliber. It was vulgar and rough, 
with much horse-play. Paul was forced to 
drink a mixture of catsup, beer, Castor oil, 
mud and Lavoris. The stuff made him 
frightfully sick and as he reeled, white-faced, 


two of his fraternity brothers held him by 
the arms, laughed uproariously, and rubbed 
axle grease in his hair. 


Towards morning they straightened up to 
some extent. A ceremony was held, as sol- 
emn a ceremony as what had gone before 


would allow. There were oaths to be sworn; 


a grip and a password to be learned; all the 
boys were very intense and some of them 
sincere. 


At dawn Paul crept weakly home to bed 
and spent the entire next day scraping him- 
self clean, recuperating, and meditating upon 
the doubtful joys of being a frat man. 

The very first thing in the academic line 


Paul did that semester was to sign up for 


Chemistry which made a far deeper impres- 
sion on the boy than anything else he had 
ever studied. 


HERE was another thing about the study 


of Chemistry that delighted Paul. Doris 
was in his class. Every laboratory period 
Paul donned a black rubber apron, expertly 


worked experiments from an open instruc- 
tion book, and made a miserable love-sick 
ass of himself before Doris. Through the 
haze of sulphur fumes and the pungent reek 
of chlorine he watched her languishingly. 
Solicitously he hovered about, offering to do 
this and that for her, gradually winning back 


a tiny twinkle to her violet-blue eyes and 
an occasional small golden giggle when he 
tried especially hard to be amusing. 

“Here, Doris, lemme bend that hot old 


glass tube for you. You'll burn your fingers 
with the Bunsen burner turned up so high.” 


“Oh, no thanks, I can manage it all right, 
I think. Yes, it is pretty warm. Well, i 
you insist. Now do be careful! When it 
gets red-hot like that it’s liable to bend 
quick and touch your wrist. Oh, you did 
burn yourself, didn’t you? Go put some 
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oil on it right away! I'm awfully sorry.” 

There Was an exam in Chemistry. 

All gaiety had fied from the chlorine- 
haunted classroom adjoining the lab; it 
was a grimly serious group of young men 
and women who sat down to the mim- 
eographed sheets on the arms of their chairs. 

Paul loved Chemistry and was _ conse- 
quently one of the best pupils in the class. 
But there were certain complicated tables 
of reactions and elements which would have 
required a great deal of terrific concentra- 
tion to memorize. Paul understood these 
tables perfectly: they were printed in col- 
umns in his book and were accessible at all 
times. To memorize them seemed to him 
a waste of time and mental energy. 

Each pupil carried to class a large loose- 
leafed note-book. The cover of Paul’s note- 
book was a dark yellow and had a deceptive 
quality of retaining pencil marks. Glancing 
at it casually, no one would notice scribbling, 
but when one looked at it intently the marks 
were nicely visible. 

Up in the study hall the period before the 
exam, Paul, and perhaps half the rest of the 
Chemistry class, prepared themselves. Along 
the upper edge of the cover of his big note- 
book he inscribed a column of hieroglyphic 
sentences 

When Paul encountered a request for the 
table of statistics which he had known was 
going to be asked for, he gazed in an atti- 
tude of intense meditation seemingly at the 
floor, but in reality at the scribbled back of 
his note-book. After a period of concentrat- 
ing he calmly shifted his eyes to his paper 
and wrote painstakingly for a moment. Then 
again he pondered thoughtfully, and again 
he appeared to grasp the idea for which he 
sought. 


E DID not consider himself to be cheat- 

ing. He was not copying; hardly could 
it be called cribbing. He was merely prompt- 
ing himself and rather sketchily at that. 

In the front of the room, behind his long 
table, stood Billikens, the Chemistry teacher. 
His hands were clasped behind his back and 
he teetered rhythmically from heel to toe, 
his eyes sweeping back and forth over the 
rows of bowed young heads like a search- 
light over a field of boulders. He loved and 
trusted his pupils too well to suspect them 
of cheating except when it was too obvious, 


but he absolutely would not tolerate whis- 
pering. His rule was iron-clad: “One word 
and your paper goes in the waste basket 


and you receive the grade of zero for this 
particular exam.” 

There was never any argument about it, 
either. “All right, Sargent!” he snapped, his 
happy face suddenly stern: “Bring your pa- 
per up to the waste basket. You're through 
for the day!” 


A boy arose in the back row and came 
forward, his face growing red. He dropped 
his examination paper in the basket and 


shuffled out into the hall. The class gasped. 
There was a hint of pathos in the air. 

One chair to Paul's left, in the row ahead, 
sat Doris. She was worried. She nibbled at 
the eraser end of her pencil, she knitted her 
eyebrows, she sighed and twisted unhap- 
pily in her seat. The serene goddess of the 
violet eyes was suddenly a very perplexed 
little mortal girl floundering through an ex- 
tremely hard Chemistry exam. 

With a flourishing signature Paul com- 
pleted his paper. He sat back, relaxed, filled 
with the pleasant glow of willing mental 
exertion. Then he sighted the look of dis- 
tress in Doris’s face. He jerked up straight 
in his chair and his countenance became a 
study in helpless concern. Each time she 
nibbled at her eraser and sighed Paul twisted 
in his chair, much the more distressed of the 
two. 

The girl who sat by 
only a dumb-bell, but a 
saw that Doris seemed to be 
questions she sought information. 


Doris’s side was not 
pest. When she 
answering the 
Billikens 
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was at the moment working with his grade 
book, his watchful eye removed. She poked 
Doris in the ribs and whispered, “Say, is 
sodium ever made by Electrolysis?” 

“Yes,” breathed Doris very softly, with- 
out looking up. 

Billikens whirled. “Who’s doing the talk- 
ing?” 

No one answered. He came swiftly around 
his desk and toward that corner of the room. 
“Somebody right in here was whispering 
just then, who was it?” 

Doris’s lips began to tremble. Paul stif- 
fened. 

“Was that you doing the talking?” he de- 
manded, pointing a stern finger at the girl 
who sat next to Doris. 

“Gosh, no, Mr. Billikens, I wasn’t talk- 
ing,” she said. 

“It was one of you two girls,” he said. 

Paul leaped to his feet dramatically. “I 
was doin’ that talkin’!” he cried, and his 
voice was husky with something genuine. 
He flashed a quick, silencing look at wide- 
eyed Doris, who had started to make a pro- 
test. He stalked stiff-legged down the aisle 
to the waste basket, ripped his examination 
paper in two, flung it savagely from him, 
and swept out of the room without a back- 
ward glance. 

Doris looked after him with misty eyes. 


HE biggest definite change that frater- 
nity life worked in Paul was the 
awakening of the gambling fever. 

It came abruptly one night in middle No- 
vember. Most of the boys had been drink- 
ing something, a repulsive unnamed liquid 
which tasted as canned heat smells. They 
had joyously purchased it from an unscru- 
pulous taxi-driver. 

Paul’s head was full of ringing out-of- 
tune bells; his eyes were painful and uncer- 
tain. For the first time he was becoming 
really interested in the hopping ivory cubes. 
His allowance for the next week ‘was in his 
pocket; out on the table he dumped it with 
a careless flip of his hand. Frantically he 
threw the dice, reached, rattled, and threw 
again. 

A number of his “brothers” were as poi- 
soned as he. The pots grew to generous 
proportions. The boys became excited and 
the betting ran wild. 

Before Paul knew it he pushed every cent 
he had out into the center of the table. 
Most of the others did the same; the lights 
blurred and went in circles before his watery 
young eyes. Horrid exclamations rent the 
air. 

He was conscious as he stood there 
swaying, the dice in his hand, of an awed 
silence settling around the flushed-faced ring. 
He shook the dice furiously and with a fast, 
underhand twist rolled them the entire 
length of the table. They galloped, danced, 
slid, stopped; every eye bored into them. 
For an instant the silence throbbed, then a 
shout went up. 


OMEONE was shoving a pile of money at 
Paul, a heap of bills and silver. He could 
not believe it. One by one the other boys 
turned shakily away; grumbling, cursing, 
and groping for their coats and hats. Still 
Paul stood staring, amazed that he could 
have won so much money. Then an awful 
qualm of strange sickness seized him. 

When it passed he picked the money up 
unsteadily, filled his pockets with it and stag- 
gered home, half blind. 

The next morning he locked the door of 
his room and counted his winnings, blinking 
his sore, bloodshot eyes and holding his 
aching head in one hand. It totalled $31.25, 
more money than he had ever had before 
in his life at one time. He felt as rich as 
Croesus, a horribly sick Croesus, as he dragged 
his poison-wracked young body wearily to 
school. 

The Alpha Nu Pi table in the cafeteria 
was depleted and rather white-faced that 


noon. The boys confided shakily to rary, @ Now You Can own 
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be careful what they serve young folks. 
Shall I call a doctor?” 

“No!” he said. “I'll be all right in a lit- 
tle while. Just go ‘way and leave me alone, 
please. And Mom!” She turned and looked 
back anxiously from the door. “Why, you 
needn't mention anything to Dad about my 
not feelin’ well. It might worry. him, 
y'know.” 
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Fasnton pecrees that the figure be slender 
and graceful. Women who are fatin spots— i 
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802C FINANCE BUILDING, PHILADELPHIA 


BE A JAZZ MUSIC MASTER 
. Play Piano By Ear 


stamps) is enclosed 

cieve wonderful booklet ow to 
Entertain at Piano’’ many 

new tricks, stunts, etc. 
Niagara School of Music 

Dept. 240, Niagara Falls, N, Y. 
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All late models, completely rebuilt and re- g@ealily 
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EARS. Send no money—big FREE catalog 
shows actual in full Ge our easy pay- 
ment plan an 0-day free tria! ame, lo 
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Complete course of Hypnotism, Mind Reading and 
Magnetic Healing. 25 fascinating lessons. How to 
become an expert, hypnotize at a glance, make others obey 
your wishes, overcome bad habitsin yourselfand others; gain 
in love, wealth and power. Invaluable toevery man and wo- 
man, executives, salesmen, doctors, mothers, etc. Simple, 
easy system. Learn at home. Equals $20 course; 
only $1. Sendstamps, cash or money order. Guaranteed. 


Educator Press, Fuller Bldg., Jersey City, N. J. Dept. H-211 


Earn $50 to $75 aWeek 


Earn while you learn In spare tims. 8 weeks 
easy lessons make you expert. . 
Bleach, Waves, Dyes, Packs, Diet, Facial, 
Manicure, Massage, Formula, etc. Author- 
ized Diploma—Money Back Guarantee. No 
experience necessary. GET FREE BOOK. 


Oriental System of Beauty Culture 
Dept. 441, 1548 Belmont Ave., Chicage 


clinging to his shoulders. Once more he be- 
gan to avoid her, to dodge her in the halls, 
to make excuses over the telephone. He 
showed her in a hundred little ways he 
cared more for Doris than for her. Sweetly 
‘she did not understand, and clung posses- 
sively to a shaking arm_as a golden head 
/came bobbing along the hall surmounting a 
| pink slicker. 


Fritzie worried Paul; was constantly in 
his thoughts. She was a habit of which 
could not be rid, unless— ; 

He came across his father’s brutal }j 
revolver. He stared at it wide-eyed, fgg 
cinated. 

Then he closed the drawer and ran oy 
of the room, his hands trembling, smal} 
lines forming around his mouth. 


Ww ATS a chap to do when he wants to ditch a girl and the girl won't le 
him? Paul knew Doris wouldn't look at him as long as he went with 
Fritzie. Then, when his chance came—his chance to make a real friend of Doris, 
Fritzie queered it. She threatened to tell about the time Paul almost killed a man 


in the street. What could he do? See February SMart Set 


Why I’ve Quit Worrying 


About You Wild Young Folks 


[Continued from page 21] 


performance. Whenever a new murder pre- 
empts the first page I go back a few thou- 
sand years and find a snappier one. 

Among my other worries has been the 
astounding disposition of the young people 
of America to be happy. That’s what it 
comes to—the kids want to be happy! This 
had bothered me for a long time. The carry- 
ings on of the young folks have contributed 
a good deal to the gloom of the generation 
now battling with rheumatism. 

A whole generation of our sons and daugh- 
ters doomed to the sizzling gridirons to be 
tossed on the fork of gleeful monsters! 


UT out of the grim, ghostly avenue 

walled by these dark thoughts I at last 
emerged into sunlight and clean sky. It struck 
me all of a heap that these youngsters are not 
going to the devil at all! Not if they know 
it! They’re merely taking seriously their 
right to life, liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness as set forth in a document unani- 
mously adopted by certain American gentle- 
men at Philadelphia, July 4, 1776. 

“The fathers have eaten a sour grape and 
the children’s teeth are set on edge!” 

Wrong Jeremiah! These days the young, 
because the fathers have eaten the sour 
grape, poke in the basket for flavorsome 
fruit. If the fathers pass laws that can’t 
be enforced and sneak out to barter with 
|the bootlegger, if the fathers grumble but 
do nothing when crooks climb into public 
| jobs, if the same fathers are too greedy for 
/money to give thought to the fine, cheerful, 
hopeful things of life and moan for the 
| grand old world this used to be, we ought 
to thank God daily and twice on Sunday 
that the young people are enjoying them- 
selves. 

We'll go right on worrying about you, 
Jack and Jill, but we'll not be morbid or 
silly about it. You’re really a pretty fine 
bunch. With your high spirits and intel- 
ligence you’re going to do a lot more for 
yourselves than we old folks can do for you. 
It’s in you to do just that. You’re smarter; 
you've got the brains. Don’t let us smother 
| your enthusiasm for life! 
| Every parent ought to worry about the 
| children for whom he assumes responsibility. 
Worrying is part of the parental job. But 
the parent should keep the worry to him- 
self, not hang crape on the youngster. Once 
a boy gets the idea that his old man is 
human and has skidded himself at times 
he’s going to pay a little more attention to 
| what the old boy says. 

But young people don’t stay at home any 
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more the way they used to! Old stuff and 
sheer bunk. Young people never did stay 
at home unless they were terrorized into 
doing it. We may bet that boys and girls 
sneaked out of the caves and tents of our 
earliest ancestors every time they got a 
chance. Caves are damp and gloomy; tents 
are hot. If they hadn’t broken loose the 
human race would still be eating raw masto- 
don meat and praying to the moon. It’s 
that spirit that pulls the world along. 

Look out of the car window as you roll 
through the corn country and you will se 
handsome brick buildings flying Old Glory. 
Your chest expands at the thought of these 
splendid edifices that proclaim American 
education. You have another guess coming. 
Here’s the secret. Inside of every one oi 
those buildings there’s a huge gymnasium 
all set for basket-ball. If you’ve never seen 
a red-hot basket-ball game you're a back 
number. Close-fisted school trustees, who 
used to swoon every time they-had to buy 
a box of chalk for teacher, soak the tar 
payers to build school houses where the 
whole township can watch the boys and 
girls put ’er in the basket. 

Mourning because so much time goes into 
school and college athletics is foolish. One 
of the most heartening signs of the times 8 
the American interest in sports. These young 
men and women who by hundreds of thou 
sands contest in sports that demand clean, 
healthy bodies can’t be so utterly decadent. 
There must be something better than stale 
pudding in their noodles or their hands and 
heads wouldn’t delight in the coordination 
demanded in all these games. Less time for 
mischief if they’ve got to practise temper 
ance in all things to “make” the team. 


no use expecting a miraculow 
transformation of the human race. Welt 
ripping along at a rapid rate in a scheme 
of evolution so vast that the mind Wi 
to think of it. Even as to morals we havent 
got so much to bother about. Pe 
I am through with worry about politic, 
religion, and the general stupid blundering 
and cowardice of my own generation. 
am going to concentrate on the young 10 
try to worry up ways of helping along such 
as come my way, perhaps suggest casual 
some things I think they may be missiié 
But I’m not going to tell them what 4 
wicked lot they are, and how poorly quail 
they are to meet the responsibilities of 
That’s the stuff that kills. s 
After the last river’s been crossed I thiak 
there will be a lot of fine boys and airs 
doing their chores in the Promised 
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At Christmas — 
a good book is the most enduring 
monument of friendship 
Here are ten headliners in ten different fields: 


THE MEMOIRS OF 
QUEEN HORTENSE 


( 


These astonishing memoirs constitute what may be called a 
private life of Napoleon. Written by his step-daughter, the 
“tortured Queen” of Holland, and withheld from publication 
by the Napoleonic family until now, they show Napoleon 
Bonaparte both at home and at Court and relive the stirring 
events, the customs and the intrigue current during his reign. 


In two volumes, boxed, profusely illustrated, $10.00 


THEY ALSO KING THE 
SERVE COBRA BACCHANTE 
by Peter B. Kyne by Harry Hervey by Robert Hichens 


Of Professor, the battlehorse, Ern, Mr. Hervey, long famous for his The author of “The Garden of 
the cowboy soldier, a brave nurse Oriental tales, now tells his own Allah” tells the career of a wom- 
and others. Some of the humor, experiences in the discovery of a an with a devil in her soul. If 
much of the peril and all of the lost Indo-Chinese city. A book you have read it in Cosmopolitan, 
excitement of the Great. War. as vivid as the jungles themselves. you will want a copy for a friend. 


Illustrated, $2.00 Illustrated, $4.00 Illustrated, $2.50 
CHIVALRY THE BLACK THE HOUSE OF 


FULFILMENT 
PEAK Jou — byL. Adams Beck 


by . 
Irvin S. Cobb Haardt and Dubreuil (E. Barrington) 


A lyrical romance 
A tale of a gentle- Across Africa in auto-trucks— of European lov- * 
man bandit, a lady desert and jungle, pigmies and ers adventuring 
in distress and = cannibals, danger and adventure. among Yogi 
sheriff. Mr. Cobb's Altogether unusual is this epic monks in India 
first novel—and he’s a promising of atwentieth century pilgrimage. and a brilliant rev- 
novelist. elation of the mind 


Illustrated, $4.00 f the Ori l 
$2.00 $2.50 


TRAVESTY a THE Two 


by Allen BATTLES OF THE 
Clare Thornton The first layman’s story of the MARNE 


Already a success in England, earth—a romance of a science Foch, Joffre, Ludendorff and the 
Clare Thornton sends to Amer- ctranger then fiction. Crown Prince give their accounts 
ica this fresh, original novel of a Illustrated, $4.00 of two decisive battles in this 


Nie eager book. It is a new vision of war— 
$2.00 Illustrated, $2.50 
Wherever Books Are Sold 
Publishers @sinopolitan Book @rporation New vor 
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to Greenwich Village to live. “Now I am 
free,” she had thought. 

One among the false, showy life of this 
over-estimated section of New York was a 
scene painter and designer. He took her to 
the studio where huge flats of canvas were 
moved up and down by machinery, and 
she saw him in a smock, with palette in 
hand. He had made an impression on her. 


‘HE heard him talk about the great people 
\J he knew in the theatrical world; the 
romance and glamour of it appealed to her, 
and then he told her how much he loved 
her, but there was his career. He couldn't 
afford to get married yet. She was then 
nineteen and with her mind colored with the 
romance she had expected to find, she had 
gone to live with him. 

At first, she had told herself that it was 
very beautiful, two people who loved each 
other, she going to her singing and he to 
his studio, and then the long talks in the 
evenings, but scon she knew it wasn’t. , In 
fact, it was squalid—the dodging of people, 
the pretenses, the subteriuges. 

And then she had begun to suspect that 
he was not the great scenic artist he had 
made himself out to be. One night he had 
taken her to the theater and without saying 
so directly had let her think that he had 
designed the sets. Later she had found that 
he had only assisted. 

He liked to bet on horse races. “Just tak- 
ing a little flyer at the ponies,” he would 
say. He would come home of an evening, 
excited about some inside tip he had received. 
This time he would make a killing! But 
the killings had been few and far between. 

On the whole she had liked him; he was 
genial, good company, although inclined to 
be a bit loud and his future seemed to be 
ahead of him. But their brief so-called ro- 
mance came to an end. Soon she was 
amazed that she could ever have done such 
a thing. 

No one in Junction City knew anything 
about it; no one in Junction City had come 
to Greenwich Village during that brief time. 
Only one or two of her casual friends even 
suspected it, and the people of that period 
of her life had disappeared. Sometimes 
when she looked at other women, she won- 
dered if they, too, were hiding the same 
kind of secret; and, if so, how they felt. 
She had heard such things when she was a 
girl and that such a deed would haunt one 
every waking hour; this, she found, wasn’t 
true. 

For days at a time, she wouldn't think of 
it; then some little incident, such as the choir 
singer standing on the street and looking up 
at her so admiringly as one of the finest and 
best women in Junction City, would bring 
it back to her with a rush. She knew now 
what a cheap and tawdry thing it was to 
do; in some way that she could not explain, 
the finest and noblest in her had _ slipped 
away. She had made herself, in spite of the 
high-sounding words she had used at the 
time, common. 


SOMETIMES memory of those tarnished 
\J days came back to her as she sat quietly 
talking with Walter, and a needle pricked her 
heart. After Walter had proposed and before 
they were married, she had wanted to tell 
him the truth, and several times she had 
tried but the words had stuck in her throat. 
Walter, simple, devoted, unsuspecting Walter 

no, she could not tell him. With his train- 
ing, his background, his rugged idealism— 
no, she could not do it. After the first few 
months of married life had gone by, she de- 
cided not to tell him at all. There was no 


The Shadow of Her Past 


[Continued from page 13] 


danger, no one in the world knew it; she 
was perfectly safe. 

She drew the car between the white slant- 
ing parallel lines used to mark off the park- 
ing space, and taking Wally’s hand started 
across the street toward the court-house. 

She went quickly and lightly up the steps 
and then along the high, resounding hall to 
a door marked County Recorder. Here a 
record of the deeds and real estate transfers 
of the county were kept. It was one of the 
important offices of the county, the highest, 
except that of Judge, that the county could 
bestow upon a person. Walter was deputy 
county recorder, and was making a name 
for himself. Soon he would be proposed 
for the position of recorder itself. 

Connie rejoiced in the success that simple, 
hard-working Walter had attained at the age 
of thirty-one. She liked to see the respect 
which men much older paid him, the oblig- 
ing yet businesslike air with which he trans- 
acted the real estate transfers and other 
business which came up in his office. A slip 
on Walter's part might mean that a deed 
to some hard-working farmer’s land would 
be worthless, or at least throw it into the 
legal barbed wire of court; but Walter never 
made such a slip. And tonight at the Coun- 
try Club Walter would again distinguish 
himself. 

Connie entered the large room with its 
high ceiling. In the corner was a steel safe 
for the keeping of important papers, and 
there were steel filing shelves with steel 
rollers on which the heavy leather-bound 
books slid back and forth, as the clerks took 
them out to make entries. 


HE others had gone and Walter alone, 

of the office force, was there How like 
Walter it was to be the last one to leave. 
He sat at his desk in his black office coat 
and listening eagerly to every word he said, 
was a farmer. 

Some years before, during the reign of an- 
other recorder, there had been a mistake in 
entering the deed to the man’s land, and 
now it was in a tangle. Walter was straight- 
ening it out for him. The man’s huge, 
brown, work-hardened hand lay on the desk, 
clutched intensely. For vears the man had 
toiled in the boiling, blistering suns of sum- 
mer and in the bitter, biting blizzards of 
winter to buy his little farm, and now its 
title was in jeopardy. If the farm could be 
saved, Walter would be the one who could 
do it. 

“Will you do that for me, Mr. Webb?” 
asked the browned, bent farmer eagerly. 
“*Mandy and the kids—well, I left them 
pretty upset and cryin’ some when I left.” 

Connie sensed the tragedy that was tak- 
ing place on some bleak, lonesome farm; 
and Walter would be the man to solve it. 
Suddenly she felt a new sense of apprecia- 
tion for the rugged, sincere qualities in 
Walter. 

Walter looked up as she came in. 

“Hello, family,” he called cheerfully. 
“Here, let me introduce the wife.” 

“I'm sure glad for the pleasure of meeting 
you,” said the farmer, and Connie felt her 
hand grasped by a thick brown paw. “We 
think Mr. Webb’s just about the finest man 
there is anywheres. He really ought to be 
our congressman, he had.” 

“Say, Connie, you knock around a few 
minutes, will you? I want to get this cleaned 
up so he won't have to make a trip in to- 
morrow.” Walter again took up the conver- 
sation with the man. 

As Connie sat down, her eyes fell on 
Walter’s Panama hat. Its colored band was 
soiled. She liked the hat on him. She had 


112 


selected it herself. Getting up, she lef 
Wally to play about the office and slipped 
quietly out. She would go to Nusbaum’s 
and get another colored band for it. Walter 
must look his best tonight. 

She started down the street and was al. 
most in front of the hotel when a voice 
said: 

“Say, 
guesses.” 

Connie’s heart seemed to stand still, then 
began to churn. Ed Floto! The man she 
had known in Greenwich Village! 

Yes, Ed Floto. She knew at a glance, 
knew when she heard his voice that it was 
Ed Floto, and yet the complete unexpected. 
ness of it sent her senses spinning. It was 
Ed Floto, and it was not Ed Floto. How 
much flashier and sporty looking he was 
now. He was dressed in a checked suit, like 
a character on the stage, with a diamond 
stick pin representing a riding crop in his 
tie. The cheap air of flashiness, of which 
there had been a hint in the Greenwich 
Village days, had grown. 


hello there! I'll give you two 


HAT are you doing here, Ed?” she 

forced herself to say. How could she 
get rid of him? People would see them on 
the street. A small town. And now that she 
was older she could see better his shallow- 
ness, his swagger, his constant pretension of 
something that he was not. 

“I can’t blame you for asking, me doing 
a Lindy right out of the blue. I passed up 
that scene painting stuff long ago. Those 
dumb-bells don’t know what they want. 
I’m on billboards now.” 

Connie understood, as he rattled along, 
that he had become a billboard painter for 
a company operating a string of billboards 
across the country. He went from town to 
town in a decrepit old car with ladders 
and cradles tied on it, and with his blocks 
and tackle and with ropes and buckets of 
paint in the car. The car, splashed and 
smeared with paint, would draw up in front 
of the billboard, and getting into smeared 
overalls he would sit in the swinging cradle 
with a litthke dummy board, marked off into 
squares, in his hand. With this as a key 
he would paint the same lines and copy the 
same colors on the squares of the big bill- 
board as were on the little key board. Not 
very high art, indeed. 


“7°M IN it just for what I can get out of 

it,” he admitted, and now cared only 
for the flashy, showy side of life. How he 
had degenerated since the days she had 
known him. 

“Say, you look good!” he declared, as 
his eyes slowly traveled over her. “Pretty 
prosperous, too. I gave you quite a start, 
I expect. Well, I’ve been keeping my eye 
out for you. I knew Junction City was the 
old home burg. Remember how you used 
to talk about it. Thought it was quile 
some place then, didn’t you?” His evé 
moved with an amused, contemptuous glance 
up and down the street with its small stores. 
“Remember the time you showed me a Pi 
ture post card of the jail! Remember how 
I kidded you?” Floto’s high, hee-haw laugh 
rose. “ ‘Local Beauty Spot, No. 2,’ it 
down in the corner. I dug it out of some 
of my old things the other day. I got It 
here now.” He showed the crumpled card. 

“T never loaded up on a family myself 
he continued. “Too much responsibility for 
yours truly. Me for the free open space 


he said and smiled knowingly. “I exp 
you've taken on a little family by this ee 
ain't you? Well, that’s fine. I'd like 


visit ‘em and meet your hubby.” 
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“f'ye—I've got to go,” put in Connie 


sy. go, Con! Have a heart! I’m not 
wing to spill anything. The past is done 
and over With, so far as I am concerned. I 
wt awfully tired sticking around a hotel all 
on the lonesome. Listen, you know I al- 
yays was a square shooter. Nothin’d please 
ne more’n to take on a little home cooking, 
specially the way I've been feeling the 
st few days. I’ve been playing the ponies 
; little and mine came in like a deep sea 
iver. 

mind churned furiously. It 
yould be better to have him in one eve- 
sing to dinner and let him go his way again 
than to put him off with some excuse and 
then have him calling up. 

“Make it Monday night,” she said. 

Surely he would be leaving soon after that. 
It didn’t take long to paint a billboard. 

“My name now is Webb,” she forced her- 
gif to say. “Walter Webb, in the telephone 
book.” 


HE hurried away, her head swimming in 

a strange dizziness. Ed Floto. How sud- 
denly and unexpectedly it had happened. 
Almost as if out of the air. She wanted 
to run away, to get out of town, to hide; 
but that would not do. He would only 
pursue her. She must stay and face it. She 
knew Ed Floto too well and if she showed 
amy signs of running away— 

She bought the colored hat band in a 
az. She heard herself talking, felt her- 
if smiling and knew that she was making 
herself, as she always did, agreeable to the 
people who worked in stores; and yet this 
mind was not a part of her. Her real mind 
was turning over and over what had just 
happened. 

After the first numbing shock, hope began 
torise. After all, probably it wasn’t as bad 
ashe thought. Floto meant well. Natur- 
ally, if he came to the town where she was, 
he would want to call. He would say noth- 
ing. In a few days, at most, he would go 
away and everything would be over. 

When she entered the recorder’s office, the 
farmer had risen to go and was shaking 
Walter’s hand. 

“Look, what I’ve got for you,” said Con- 
nie after the man had gone, displaying the 
clored band. “I want you to look nice 
tonight. The other was beginning to fade.” 

“You darling, always thinking of me,” 
sid Walter and, taking her into his arms, 
kissed her. 

Rescuing Wally from behind the big iron 
sie, where he had just held up a stage 
coach, they drove down the street. As they 
passed the hotel, Floto was leaning back 
a chair against the side of the building, 
bis heels hooked in the rungs, smoking and 
talking, along with half a dozen others who 
toosted outside the hotel on pleasant eve- 
tings. His hand went up, and he waved 
familiarly. 

Walter stared at Connie in astonishment. 

“Who’s that?” he asked. 

Connie hesitated. The strangest thing had 
happened, she explained. As she had gone 
out for the band for his hat, she had run 
actoss this man she had known in New 
York when she was studying. At first, she 
‘ouldn't remember his name, she explained 
Grefully, and then it had come to _ her. 
Floto. Ed Floto. She had almost forgotten 
tim, but he had seemed so glad to see her 
and was so lonesome that she had told him 
'0 drop in to dinner Monday evening. 

That's all right, give him a good time. 
| expect hotel life gets pretty monotonous.” 
That’s what he said,” added Connie 

‘erly. “That's the reason I asked him. 
€ said he was just dying for some home 
cooking.” 

“All right, we'll fill him up and give him 
4 200d time.” 

ey rode on. 


Walter’s speech at the Country Club wus! 


splendidly. The evening was a great success. 

Monday evening. 

Connie anxiously put the finishing touches 
to the table. It was not set as elaborately 
as when they gave a dinner party, with 
streamers of colored ribbon laid along the 
tablecloth to give it a festive air, but it 
was arranged neatly. And she had on only 
her second best frock. Walter must know that 
the dinner meant little to her. She had en- 
gaged Mrs. Meloney, the town handy woman, 
to cook the dinner while she had looked 
after Wally and fixed up the house. Connie 
brought on the salted almonds. That would 
be enough to show that it wasn’t a home 
dinner and yet not enough to make an event 
out of it. 


ONNIE always managed to have things 
looking attractive and she did it on little 
money. Walter’s salary was not big, and 
she must make it go a long ways. This 
Connie could do. A few years more and 
Walter would probably be elected to a bet- 
ter position and his salary would go up. But 
now every penny must count. Indeed, Con- 
nie and Walter lived on the budget system. 
In the drawer of the kitchen table was the 
budget book, with every penny accounted 
for. 
Now and then Walter examined the book 
and marveled. 
“By gracious! You keep your books bet- 
ter than we do ours,” he often said, as he 


examined the book. 

They had never been able to afford a hired 
girl, and Connie did all the work and looked 
after Wally. By close figuring, Connie had 
managed to fix up her house neatly and 
attractively with a few of the newest books 
and latest magazines on the center table. 

But old Mrs. Pistole wasn’t to be taken 
in. Not her. 

“If you turn the books over and look in 
the back you can see she gets em from the 
library,” said the old lady who hadn’t been | 
fooled in years as to what it cost anybody | 
in Junction City to live. “And you'll notice | 
her magazines are always rounded up. That’s 
because her mother sends ’em to her.” 

In a few minutes Floto would arrive. She 
would be agreeable to him, but she would 
not overdo it. In a few days, he would be 
on his way. | 

The door-bell rang. When Connie an- 
swered it she found that Floto was in his 
checked suit, with the diamond riding crop , 
pin in his tie and his hair glistening from 
a preparation that held every hair firmly 
in place, and in his breast pocket a cheap, 
highly colored handkerchief. 

“Hullo, Connie, right on the dot, you see. 
Say,” he said rolling his eyes about, “you’re 
fixed up pretty nifty, ain't you! Well, I'm| 
glad to see you so prosperous. Nice radio | 
set’n everything. Drive a nice car, too. Well | 
that’s fine. Glad to see my ol’ friends get- 
tin’ some of the world’s goods even if I 
ain’t doing so well myself. Where’s friend | 
hubby ?” 


ALTER came in, a few moments later, 
and Connie introduced them as calmly 
as she could. 

“I’m pleased to meet you, Mr. Floto,” said 
Walter heartily. “Glad to meet any old 
friend of Connie’s. You're quite a ways from 
home, aren’t you?” 

“Ves and no,” returned Floto. “Any old 
place that I hang my hat is home now to me, 
since I took up the outdoor paint business. 
You're sittin’ pretty here, ain’t you, Mr.) 
Webb ?” 

Walter smiled in appreciation. 
proud of his little home. 

“Tt’s not so bad,” he said modestly. “We've 
got it all paid for, too, and not everybody | 
in Junction City can say that. Yes,” he 
added judiciously, “I suppose we ought to 
consider ourselves lucky.” ! 
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GRAY 
HAIR 


NEW safe way has 

been found to bring 
back original shade to 
gray hair—to remove 
faded streaks and restore 
graying parts—to make 
the hair live looking 
and lustrous. 

This way is clean and 
colorless. You’ simply 
comb it through the hair. 
It will not wash nor rub 
off. It's called Mary T. 
Goldman’s Hair Color 
Restorer. 

Test free if you wish. 
Or go to nearest drug- 
gist. A few cents’ worth 
restores color perfectly. 
Costs nothing if notamuzed and delighted. 


Mary T. Gold 151-A Gold Bldg., St.Paul, Minn. 
1 Send Free Outfit. Black...... dark brown..... medium 4 
1 brown....auburn...light brown...light red...blonde... 4 
Name.... 
Street.. 
Gj 
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from Choice ¢ 


Now, girls, be honest with yourselves! You may 
have been asked, but have you been asked by the 
man or the type of man you want? Man isn’t a 
dumb animal, but he is easily led by the girl who 
understands man’s manner of thinking, his pe- 
culiarities and what he expects the girl to be whom 
he would marry. You have seen it happen over 
and over again. The man seeks and asks but it 
is the girl who knows the secrets contained in 
“Fascinating Womanhood” who makes him seek 
and ask. She knows what and what not to do and 
she can apply this knowledge to attract the man 
she wants. And why not? Isn’t marriage a 50-50 
proposition? Girls do not lose one iota of femin- 
inity by knowing how to use their natural charms. 
They have an inherent right to win the man they 
love—but they must use subtlety in doing so. 
Don’t wait and wish—act, learn and be happy. 
Cut out this ad; write name and address on the 
margin and mail to us with 10 cents and a booklet 
entitled “Secrets of Fascinating Womanhood,” 
giving an interesting synopsis of the revelations 
disclosed in ‘Fascinating Womanhood,” will be 
sent postpaid. No embarrassment—the plain 
wrapper keeps your secret. Send your dime today. 
THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 


4865 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo. Dept.71-A 


The Most Wonderful Ring in the World 
WONDERFUL CRUCIFIX RING 


The ring was first made during the 15th 
) anish Goldsmith and won 


e favor 
vanded down from father to son. 


Get Yoursa 
This bea 


i eed 
Send 
Just send your name and address and a 
strip of paper to show finger size Pay 
postman only $2.89. Nothing more to 
say. Yours to keep. wear and enjoy for- 
ever. If not satisfied your money quickly 
returned Orders outside of the . & 
must be accompanied by Postal Money 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
pupil earned over $SOOO in spare time. 
Hundreds are seiling constantly to lead- 
ing publishers. 

Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson course in writing and marketing of 
the Short-Story and sample copy of THE 
WRITER’S MONTHLY free. Write today. 
The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 47 Springfield, Mass. 


Pat 


Free Trial Treatment 


sent on request. Ask for m) “‘pay-when- 
reduced” offer. I have successfully reduced 
thousandsof persons, withou.starvation diet 


or burdensome exercise, often at arapid rate, 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 
Stateof N. Y.,286FifthAve., N. Y., Desk 


i 
| 
OGRE you Single ? 
| 
IN Once Order Now 
t 4 K. gold 
red, as = 
“Pretty 
a Terminal Jewelry Co., 500 Fifth Ave., Dept. 52, New York 
ve 
yas th 
SHORT STORY WRITING 
s quit 
is eye 
glance j 
stores 
a 
er how 
y laugh 
it said (Dr Esenwein 
some 
got it 
got 
. 
yselt 
lity for 
paces 
expect 
is time 
like t 
| 


Often Ends 
in 24 hours 


Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 
other blemishes cleared up quickly and safely by Poslam. 
Used successfully for all skin troubles for 
twenty years. It must be good. Thousands 
of unsolicited letters from delighted users 
tell of amazing success. Buy Poslam at 
your druggist, only 50c., or let us prove to 
you free that Poslam will clear your skin. 


FREE Proof Sample! 


See amazing improvement within 24 hours, 
he| Free. No cost. No obligation. Send to- 

day for generous trial size of Poslam. 
Simply mail your name and address to 


Sample Desk, Poslam Co., 254 W. 54th Street, New York, N. Y. 


DON’T WEAR 
A TRUSS 


BE COMFORTABLE— 


RELIEVES 
ECZEMA 

boc 


burning skin 


Wear the Brooks Appliance, the 
modern seientifie invention which 
gives rupture sufferers immediate re- 
lief It has no obnoxious springs or 
pads Automatic Air Cushions bind 
and draw together the broken parts 
No salves or plasters. Durable. Cheap. 
Sent on trial to prove its worth Be. MR. C. E. BROOKS 
ware of imitations. Never sold in stores nor by agents. 
Every appliance made to special order and sent direct 


from Marshall. Full information and booklet sent free 
in plain, sealed envelope. 


BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.,181B State St., Marshall, Mich. 


Orvental 
’ New imported perfume sensation. Solid 
yy —in lovely compact. Convenient—Eco- 
h nomical—yet better and more lasting 
4 than the most expensive liquid perfume. 
Just a touch on the skin, and the haunt- 
ing, romantic fragrance thrills and lingers 


many days. This mysterious perfume 
attracts, entices and fascinates. 

’ Regular $2.00 size with Lure instruc. 
tions, for only $1.00, or $1.17 C.O. D. Order Today! 
PEACOCK PERFUMES 
1260-G-Calif. St., n Francisco, Calif. 


FORM DEVELOPED 


NE that gives 

DE \ L or Mn NT without 

exercises, pumps or other ‘wns 

no I send = a GL 


14-DAY 
TREATMENT 

If you send a DIME toward expenses. 
b> Large Aluminum Box of my Won- 


er Cream included.) Plain wrapper. 
Is IT WORTH loe TO YOU? If not, your dime back 
by first mail. Address now, with ten cents only. 


Madame C. C. Williams, Buffalo, N. Y. 


BUNIONS 


Quick, safe relief from Bunion 
pain. Prevent shoe pressure. 
At drug and shoe stores, everywhere 


Dr Scholl's 
Zino-pads 


Put one on—the 
pain is gone 


For Free Sample write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago 


If Connie expected Floto be a bit forward 
she was wrong. He sat at the table during 
dinner, talking politely enough, but all the 
time his eye roamed the house. 

After dinner Connie went up to go 
through the final ceremony of putting Wally 
to sleep, while Mrs. Meloney carried the 
dishes out to the kitchen sink, leaving the 
two men alone. As Connie came into the 
room again she listened anxiously, but not 
by the slightest word did Floto give any 
hint of what he knew. In fact, Floto was 
making himself very agreeable. 

There was a ring of the bell, later that 
evening, and when Connie opened the door, 


|a neighbor woman was outside. 


She had had a chance to sell a little house 
she owned, which rented for twenty dol- 
lars a month, and the man had agreed to 
take it. 

“Now he says the property’s not clear,” 
said the woman anxiously, “says the deed 
won't hold. Would you mind looking it 
over, and seeing what you think? I hate to 
disturb you with your company, but it’s all 
I've got,” she trembled. 

“Sure, I'll look it over,” returned Walter. 
“Glad to. I'll just run over to your house, 
where you've got all your papers. I expect 
it'll be handier. Back in a minute,” he said 
as he went out. 

“Say, Con, listen,” said Floto after Walter 
had gone, “I hate to do this, hate it like 
the deuce, but I’ve been playing in tough 
luck lately. I thought I had a straight in- 
side on the ponies and I played it and it hit 
me pretty hard. But I can make it back, 
I know I can, if I just had a little money. 
I want you to loan me some money, about 
a hundred dollars,” he said deliberately. “It 
oughtn’t to pinch you, sittin’ pretty as you 
are here.” He waved a hand over the house. 
Edging his chair over, he put his hand on 
her arm. “I don’t want to be snootish about 
this, but the fact is—well, I’ve got to have 
it.” 


LACKMAIL. That was what it was. The 

request was polite, but that was what it 
meant. Floto continued to talk, his hand 
still on her. He didn’t want to kick up a 
muss, he said in his oily way, and since she 
was sittin’ so pretty. “For old times sake,” 
he said slowly, “she oughtn’t to forget her 
old side kick.” 

Connie’s heart beat heavily. His eyes were 
too narrow. There was a slight squint in 
them and now and then his crafty lids drew 
together. But she must not now show her 
contempt. It would do no good to explain 
that she did not have a hundred dollars, 
and that every penny must be accounted for 
by their budget plan. It even took maneu- 
vering to get enough money for Walter’s 
birthday without his suspecting. And even 
though she gave Floto a hundred dollars, 
there would be other demands. His perse- 
cution had begun. Her husband, her home, 
her position in Junction City—she must find 
some way out. 

Before she could answer, Walter was back. 

Floto began to talk about the “old days,” 
as he called them; nothing was outspoken. 
Of course, Greenwich Village was a gay 
place; people down there had a_ good 
time, and there was the suggestion that he 
had been one of them. But Connie felt 
the needle pricks, reminders to her that he 
could tell more. Yes, he would be in Junc- 
tion City some days, maybe a couple of 
weeks. It was a nice place to work. 

“Tt’s been a wonderful evening,” he en- 
thused as he started to go. It sure beat 
holding down a chair in a hotel. He was 
now at the door, shaking hands, still talking. 

“T like this here town,” he declared, “nice 
little burg. You've even got a nice jail here, 
why,” he laughed, “it’s a beauty spot in it- 
self! Well, so long, good-by.” 

The door closed. 


“T should say so,” said Floto enthusiastically. 


Then the sound of whistling down jy 
street. 

Connie went to the kitchen on the pre. 
tense of seeing that everything was all ret 
and fussed among the dishes. A hundred 
dollars. Even if she gave him that, ther 
would be other calls. It might last for years, 
What should she do? Her mind went oye 
and over it. She could send to her mother 
in Kansas City and on some excuse get the 
money, but that would be only the 
ning. Some day, sooner or later, Walter 
would know. 


T LAST, she went heavily upstairs, and 
into Wally’s room. He was sl 
with his hands above his head, his lips together, 
sweetly and peacefully. She kissed him tep- 
derly. Never had he seemed so precious, 

As she turned toward Walter’s bed in the 
dark she stumbled against something on the 
floor. His shoes. How often they had pro- 
voked her! Now she picked them up and 
set them under the bed. After all, what a 
small fault it was. All human beings had 
shortcomings, bothersome little traits—the 
thing was to keep one’s eye on the big things 
—character, honesty, integrity. Walter had 
all these. No one had more. 

Two days she sat like a fly in a corner, 
afraid to come out, while her mind went 
wearily over and over the situation. But 
she knew she could not do this much longer, 
The third day the telephone rang. 

“FIs that you, Connie? Where you been 
hiding? I haven't seen you pass at all. Say, 
listen, I've got to see you. You're not try- 
ing to high-hat me, are you? Well, I don't 
think that would pay.” 

Connie’s heart pounded desperately, while 
she tried to appear calm. No, she hadn't 
tried to high-hat him, she said, using his 
own phrase. 

“T'll come to see you tomorrow afternoon,” 
she said, “eut where you're working. I'l 
drive past.” 

“No monkey business about this, Con. 
You'll have it, will you?” 

“Y-yes.” 

She had committed herself. What should 
she do? “I wonder if I should go to Wal- 
ter and confess all?” she thought over and 
over. She could picture the shock to Wal- 
ter, the idealist. She could see the look of 
dumb amazement on his face. His Connie, 
his wife! He might forgive her. He would 
not be the kind to throw it up to her; he 
would not torture her with it the rest of 
her life. They would continue to live to- 
gether, but the dust would be gone from 
the butterfly’s wing. They would be, like 
so many couples she knew, who find it in- 
convenient to be together, who never speak 
to each other when there is any one else to 
talk to, who never meet each other’s eyes 
with a smile, who have no tender graces nor 
sentiments toward each other. No! no! 
she couldn’t live that kind of a life. It 
wasn’t life; it was only existing. An animal 
could do that. 


S SHE thought it over, she decided to 

go to Floto and appeal to his better it- 
stincts. She would confess to him how much 
she loved her husband, how precious Wall 
was; she would tell some of her favorite stories 
about Wally and then she would show Floto 
that he would be a brute to break up her 
home. After all, Floto had some worthy 
instincts. He was weak, he was vacillating, 
his ambition was now little above ogling 
on the sidewalk, but still he had some 
traits. Once, she recalled, he had been ul 
expectedly kind and generous to a streé 
urchin whose pennies had fallen through # 
grating. 

It was the afternoon that Mrs. Meloney 
came in to clean, and leaving Wally 
her, Connie sped away in her car, in 
opposite direction, at first, so that m 
would suspect. She found him some 
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gstance out of Junction City, painting a 
billboard which was to be seen from the 
milroad. His paint-spotted car was drawn 
up by the side of the road. Here he sat in 
the car at noon eating his lunch. When 
the day’s work was over he rattled back to 
the city in it. At sight of her he slid out of 
his specked overalls and came toward her 
with a swagger, lifting his long-billed cap. 
“Hullo, Con,” he greeted her. “You don’t 
ge me much dressed up, but you know I’m 
m honest working man now.” His eyes 
fastened on her bag. ‘“You’ve got it all 
right, haven’t you? Of course, it seems 
pretty rough now, but when I’ve made my 
killing I'll send it back, honest I will Con- 
nie,” he declared with the fervency that 
always accompanied such a promise. “I’ve 
got a tip that’s going to give papa a gold 


arm. 
“Listen, Ed, I—I couldn’t get it today,” 
she choked out. 


« HAT you mean, you haven’t got it?” 
he demanded. “You won’t help a fel- 
low out on a pinch for a measly little hundred 
dollars when I told you I’d give it back?” 
Connie’s heart sank. She saw his calcu- 
lating eyes on her—eyes too close together— 
saw the rage rising in him. It would be use- 
less to appeal to his finer instincts. He 
had none. The money. That was all he 
wanted. And he had honestly convinced 
himself that he would return the money. 
“It looks as if I’d have to do some tele- 
phoning,” he said. 

She knew that he would do as he said. 
She could imagine the scene, possibly that 
evening. Walter would get up from his 
chair and go over to the table, rest his el- 
bow on it, take off the receiver and answer 
pleasantly, as he always did. The stunned 
look on his face. He would not say much. 
Just “Yes” and “No” and “When.” Then, 
in the little sitting room, she and Walter 
would talk it over. He wouldn’t say much. 
In the big things in life, Walter was always 
quiet. His lips would grow thin and tight 
over his teeth. Instead of having it over in 
one shock, as it would be with some men, 
it would prey on his mind. Little things 
would aggravate it. At the end of a year, 
or maybe two, the break would come. 

As she stood looking at Floto, she wished 
that something would happen, some hand of 
Fate would intervene. She had read in 
stories how a wife was confronted by a 
man out of her past and at the right mo- 
ment she found that he was a jailbird, or a 
bigamist, and had him sent away to prison. 
But Floto had never married. He was the 
petty law evader who would never do any- 
thing bold enough to send him to prison. 

_An idea rushed over her, a preposterous 
idea. Could she do it? Could she succeed? 
She would try the part of a disillusioned 
wife seeking romance. But could she act 
it, at this supreme crisis in her life? 

“In a few days Walter is to be called to 
another county to straighten out things for 
them. I want you to come to the house and 
see me. Then everything’ll be all right,” she 
said somewhat vaguely. She must go now, 
she said, as she looked with pretended anxiety 
up and down the road. “I'll call you up and 
tell you when.” She sped away in the car. 


HREE days later, when Walter had gone 

on his trip, she called the Commercial 
House and asked for Floto. Would he drop in 

evening and see her? Sure, he would 
She dressed carefully for the part, in her 

d best gown, her hair slightly stringy. 
Gone was the smart look she had had on 
the street and at the Country Club. Now 
was an over-worked housewife tied to 
her kitchen. 

Floto wore the checked suit, with the dia- 
Mond riding crop stickpin, and when he 
laughed a gold tooth showed. “Hullo, Con. 
Say, this is pretty nice.” His eyes wandered 


over the room. “Now we can have a good 
chin. Tell me first, you’ve got it, ain’t you?” 

The time had come for her supreme ef- 
fort. She felt herself trembling all over, 
and yet she had a surprising calmness. 

“Listen, Ed,” she began, “I’ve got some- 
thing to tell you. It’s something I never 
told anybody else. It’s—’” Suddenly there 
was a dash of tears to her eyes, a refreshing 
flood. But now she could not hide behind 
phrases any longer. “Walter isn’t what I 
thought he was before we were married,” 
she confessed. No, there wasn’t another 
woman in the case; she almost wished there 
was; it was just Walter, dull, phlegmatic, un- 
interesting Walter. “You could see that the 
night you were here?” she appealed. He 
kept her pinned down in this hole of a town 
and never gave her any spending money and 
it was so necessary these days for women to 
have money. 

She continued to build up her ogre. In 
some ways Walter was all right. He always 
treated company nicely, but when the door 
was shut—Connie sighed expressively. Con- 
nie felt as if she were Ethel Barrymore or 
Jane Cowl, as if she were in some play, and 
she let herself go more than if it were really 
true, for in the big moments of life there is 
curiously enough, little acting. . 

“All he thinks of is his office,” she con- 
tinued, “and I want to go places. I’m 
young—only thirty-two,” she declared. “I 
want to have a little fun in life, not just to 
be his housekeeper. Yes,” repeated Connie, 
moved by her réle, “a housekeeper he be- 
grudges every nickel to. I’m tired of it,” 
she cried, “tired, tired!” 

She saw Floto looking at her with un- 
believing eyes. She must convince him and 
she threw herself into her part more ear- 
nestly. “Of course, I had already told Walter 
about—about what had happened before I 
was married.” She looked at him steadily 
a moment. “You know I couldn’t begin life 
with him on a lie. He knew there was an- 
other man, that was all, but he didn’t know 
who it was until you came—never even 
suspected that evening. He wasn’t even 
jealous.” Connie sighed heavily, as if to 
say, “if he only had a little more spunk.” 


N A moment Connie was talking about 


the wonderful days in New York, the thea- | 


ter. “I wish I could go to gay parties again,” 
she cried, “instead of these terrible frosts 
we have here. Bridge, bridge, bridge, that’s 
all it is. The men yawning, and husbands 
and wives quarreling over their hands.” She 
sighed, her hands went up to her eyes. 
“That’s the reason—can’t you understand 
I’m sick of it all? Can’t you make it easy 
for me too?” 

Floto did not understand. “You mean—’ 

She moved closer the unbecoming light 
she had arranged, plucking at the strings of 
her hair. 

“Look, what the kitchen has done for me; 
see my hands—dishwater hands. Listen, Ed- 
die,” it was the old term she had used, “I 
want to get away from here. I want to go 
with you.” 

Floto blinked. 

“With me?” 

“Yes, dear,” she forced the word out. “I 
don’t care where. Of course, I love Wally 
but—,” she swallowed heavily, “maybe he’ll 
give him to me half the time.” She felt 
Floto wince. Wally half the time! “Of 


Thanks to the Woman’s 
Institute, I can make all 
my own clothes and have 
two or three dresses for . 
what I used to spend on one! 
For the first time in my life, my 
clothes have style!’ 


course, Walter won’t do it now, while he’s | 


mad, but later. 
you will.” Her mother soul expanded. “You 


You'll like Wally, I know | 


see, Walter’s mother lives here in town; she | 
will move in here and cook for Walter—| 
just as I am doing—and take care of Wally. | 
It isn’t any hasty decision,” she assured him. | 


“I’ve been thinking it over ever since that 
first night.” 


Floto was not sure. Of course, he would | 


like to have her but—er—the expense. 
must think about that. 
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MADE it myself! 


Wherever you live, you can learn 
at home in spare time to make your 
own clothes and hats at great sav- 
ings, or earn $20 to $40 a week 
at home. The Woman’s Institute 
will show you all the secrets that 
make the professional dressmaker 
successful—how to plan becoming 
costumes—how to fit all types, 
how to make clothes that are dis- 
tinctive for their smartness and 
style. 

Mail the coupon to learn about 
the Woman’s Institute and its 
home-study courses in Dressmak- 
ing and Millinery. 


WOMAN’S INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-A, Scranton, Pa. | 

Without cost or obligation, please send me com- 
plete information about your home-study course in j 
the subject I have checked below: 


Home Dressmaking © Millinery 
i Prof ional Dri king (J Cooking 
(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss) 
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flashy pick-up 
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, $100 a Week Territory Open 
The demand for the Whirlwind 
is spreading like wildfire. Men are 
needed everywhere to take care of 

local business. $100 a 
Free week is easily possible. 
Sample part time workers can 
Issuppliedto eam $5 an hour. Write 
our workers today for this splendid 
opportunity and free 
sample offer. 


Whirlwind Carburetor Company 
999-149 E. Third St., Muwaukee, Wic. 
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with ring size. Satisfaction 


JEWELRY IMPORTING CO. 


AVIATION 
Information 


end us your mame and address for full information = 
0. 


garding the Aviation and Airplane business. 


about the many great opportunities now open and how 
we prepare you at home, during spare time, to qualify. 
Our new book Opportunities in the Airplane Industry 


also sent free if you answer at once. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dept. 3181 3601 Michigan Ave. 
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“If people really love each other, they can 
always find money,” cried Connie. “Love is 
the thing that must come first.” Her voice 
became intense. “I know we can find a way, 


Eddie,” she declared. “Walter can arrange 
a divorce and then I can have you for all 
mine. I know that sounds bold, but we 


must talk it over calmly.” 

T WAS a splendid piece of acting—not 

overdone; she must be careful of that; 
just enough. The gradual disillusionment about 
Walter; he had never been outside of Junc- 
tion City in his life—except on automobile 
tours to Denver and so on—while she had 
been to New York and had seen a bigger 
world. Naturally, he was content to be shut 
up in a pokey room. 

“T feel as if I am a bird shut up in a 
cage and you are the one to open the door.” 
It was mawkish sentiment, but it was in 
Floto’s language; he could understand it. She 
seized his hand. “Will you open the door?” 

Of course, he would but— 

Her acting continued. She brought in 
some poor cofiee, slopped slightly on his 
saucer, and some dry cakes. “Isn't this 
chummy ?” she asked as they sat by an un- 
shaded lamp, “like the old days. Weren't we 
happy then?” Her hand sought his. “Of 
course,” she admitted, “psychologists say 
that the past can never be restored, but 
I know we can, can’t we, darling?” 

“Y—yes.” 

At last, Floto rose; really, he must go, 
daubing billboards was hard work. “You 
won't think less of me, will you, darling?” 
she asked. “And you understand, don’t 
you? Oh, I knew you would.” 


ID you ever imagine yourself crashing the gates to attend a real society affair? 
Did you dream of meeting your Prince Charming—and living a glittering romance 


the belle of the ball? 
forever after? 


and mortification came, 
after he was gone; the things she had said 


Tears of shame 
about Walter. The next day she went out 
to see Floto, her hair a little stringier, lines, 
she hoped, in her face, with more talk about 
Greenwich Village. Walter had come home 
now, she said, and sat around like a stick, 
and gave her no money. “I’m just his cook,” 
she repeated. “These are the only hours I 
enjoy,” she declared as she stood by the 
side of the road with him. “You don't 
know how I look forward to them.” She 


must begin to get everything ready, she 
said. Tomorrow she would bring her first 


suitcaseful out. He must hide it in his car. 
The next day she would bring more, a little 
each day, she said, till—here her eyes filled 
with sudden brightness—‘till the cage door 
is opened.” 

“I'll be here the same time tomorrow,” she 
said. She waved and went whirling away 
in her car. 


UT the next afternoon his car was not 
there. Had she missed him? Maybe he 
had come,to see her. When she arrived home 
there was no sign. Mrs. Meloney said that 
no one had telephoned. Connie would call 
him up that night at the hotel and urge 
him again. She told Walter she wanted to 
go to the movie theater and if he would 
stay with Wally that she would like to go. 
“Sure, run along,” said Walter genially. 
She went to the theater. She made a point 
of speaking to the people. She chatted a 
moment with Mrs. Brooks about some new 


choir work, and then sat watching vague 
meaningless shadows moving across. the 
screen. At last, she stole out to the tele- 


Of course you've dreamed about it—but did you ever dare to do it? 


phone booth and fearfully called the hotel 

“IT wish to speak to Mr. Floto,” she said 
in a disguised voice. 

“Mr. Floto has gone,” said the 
“checked out this afternoon, took his gp 
and everything. He said he had finished up 
his job here and was going to move op, 
Didn't say where he was going, told us to 
send any mail that came for him to his 
company’s office.” 


LOTO gone! She felt a hysterical happi- 

ness, felt as if some great and terrible 
weight swinging at her neck had suddenly and 
miraculously been lifted. She floated home. 
The light was out and a sudden fear froze 
her. What if, after all, Walter had been 
told and had left? She felt for the key on 
the railing where they always left it. It 
was there. She let herself in and went 
silently upstairs. At the bedroom door she 
paused to listen. 

Yes, Walter was sleeping quietly and 
peacefully. She undressed and crept thank- 
fully across the floor toward the bed. Sud- 
denly, in the middle of the floor, she felt 
an impact. Clup! Her bare feet had struck 
something, that unpleasant, vielding sensa- 
tion, Walter’s shoes. Walter stirred uneasily; 
he had awakened. 

“Walter,” she said in a burst of indigna- 
tion, “I’ve stumbled over your shoes again. 
It’s just terrible,” she continued, “I’m al- 
ways stumbling over them. Won’t you ever 
learn to put them away ?” 

“Sure,” mumbled sleepy Walter, “sorry. 
I'll see it never happens ag—.” He was 
asleep. 

She crept happily into bed. 


Did you picture yourself as 


One girl did—and in February 


Smart Set she will tell you why love, instead of bringing her happiness—was to her only “Uneasy Love.” 


The Man Who Laughed at Love 


[Continued from page 33] 


warning shake of the head and heard the 
door open. It was John Will, coming back 
from the river. He paused by the side of 
my bunk. 

“T haven't had a chance to offer congratu- 
lations, Lee,” he said. “You're the luckiest 
man on God's green earth!” I hardly felt 
the grip of his hand before he was gone. 
Jimmy fell upon me savagely. 


“ZOU fool!” he said. “You infernal fool! 

I don’t know whether I stopped you in 
time or not. Don't you know that John Will 
Denman has been plumb crazy about Ann 
all his life? You absolute bonehead!” 

[ rubbed my hands over my aching eyes. 
“T reckon you're right, Jimmy,” I said. 

I managed to get to the telephone and as- 
sure myself of privacy. “If I come over to 
The Pines this afternoon may I see you?” 
I asked. “We can ride and talk. I'd like 
to—” 

“Of course,” Ann said, and I wondered if 
her voice sounded different to me or if I 
were merely noticing it for the first time. 
“IT was sort of expecting you.” 

My hands were unsteady as I shaved and 
the face that looked out at me from the 
mirror looked strange. I was not proud of 
myself. 

Florence was on the long veranda at The 
Pines as I braked my car, and she hastily 
snatched up a piece of black ribbon and 


draped it around her arm, grinning glee- 
fully at me. “’S the matter with you, 
idiot?” I asked rudely. “What's the big 
idea?” 


“Mourning,” she explained. “All us girls 
are going into mourning.” 

“One more crack like that,” I said, “and 
I'll give you an eve to match that ribbon!” 

Florence dropped me a curtsy. “Thank 
vou, sir!” she said, then: “Here comes Ann.” 

It was Ann, and I looked at her as if I 
had never seen her before. Not bad-looking 
at all, I discovered to my surprise. Funny 
I hadn't ever really looked at her before. 
Features really good, and eyes noticeable, 
even for the South where every woman is 
expected to be pretty. And she didn’t pop 
off something inane when I took off my cap 
and said “Hello,” but smiled back as if she 
meant it, and said “Hello,” as if we had 
some gorgeous secret between us. 

Neither of us spoke as I swung my car 
around the pebbled driveway and back on 
to the “good road.” I turned the ideas 
over in my head as I drove. How did a 
fellow find out if he had proposed to a girl 
when he was so drunk he didn't know 
what he was doing? 

“Ann,” I said, when I felt that the silence 
could be held no longer, “What did you 
think of me last night? I must have seemed 
mighty silly to you, didn’t 1?” 


“QILLY ?” she asked, and her voice was all 

\J shot through with glistening undertones. 
“Silly 2 No, Lee. There's one time in every 
woman's life when nothing that the man 
could say would sound silly to her. 

“Can't you understand, Lee, all the fairy 
tales you've ever read coming true?” One 
soft little hand rested ever so lightly, ever 


so confidingly, in appeal for understanding, 
on my arm. “When you used to put your 
arm around me just to dance my heart would 
pound so hard I was always afraid you'd 
feel it! Why Lee, I wouldn’t even let my- 
self hope that you would ever care.” 


FELT like calling out to her that she must 
stop, that I was hearing her under fale 
pretenses, that she must not reveal so much 
to me, must not swing back the curtains be- 
fore the inner temple. I had no right to 
what she was giving me so trustingly. But 
Ann, unknowing, wert on: 
“I—oh, Lee! I've cared so much, since 
I was just a little girl and you used to ride 
past our house on your pony, that at times 
it fairly hurt.” Her big eyes were seeing 
visions, and she paused. 
?” she repeated finally. “No, Lee. 
A girl re- 


“Silly 2” 
Above everything else not that. 

members every word the man has said to her 
at that one time in her life, every intoma- 
tion in his voice, even, and she keeps them, 
as long as she lives, in the treasure box m 
her heart.” 

Her voice died away. There was no sound 
save the low, smooth thrum of the motor. 
I pressed my teeth together, and my breath 
came hard. God, how close I had come t0 
tragedy! Suppose I had blurted out what 
was in my mind when I came to The Pines: 

I had taken it for granted that either 
nothing had happened or that Ann was hav- 
ing a splendid joke. Why, we two had 
hardly ever even been together. 

Back at The Pines as we drew up Filet 
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nish auto. silk hosi or your 7 
own use. Write for samples. Betterknit Men Wanted for Automobile Work. No 
“ina naga Fe 235 experience necessary. Best wages. Rapid 
Co.,_Filk_235, Greenfleld, Ohio. Write John Bayston, 921 North 
Me Get job; Hie hlind, Arlington Heights, Illinois. 
month anc ome furnished; permanent, hunt I 7 - ~ 
earn innermost secrets of Magic 
fish, trap. For details, write Norton, 270\,uickiy at home and earn big money as a 
. Temple Court, Denver, ¢ M0 aor call: Magician, or make yourself a business and 
Send No Money. Solid gold effect rail-jsocial success with Magic as your hobby 
road watch, guarantee 25 years. Million dollar|full details free. Write Tarbell Systems, 
factory. Knife and chain free. Pay $3.87 and|{ne., 1926 Sunnyside Avenuc, Dept. 10-11; 
postage on arrival. Satisfaction guaranteed.|Chicago. 
Bradloy, Newton, Mass. Men, become Forest Rangers; $125-$200 
~Send 25 Cents for a $1.00 Pocket C igar month. and home furnished; permanent, hunt, 
’ Lier and learn how to make $104 aifish, trap, etc. For details, write Norton, 270 
day Eas Sells on sight. Parti: ‘ulars F Ri Temple Court, Denver, Colo. 
Manufacturing Co., 799C Broadway, Big Rewards, travel, excitement fill life 
New York of Finger Print expert. More trained men 
You can make money right in your|ne -eded now. Learn at home from world re- 
own home! Book of 50 _ money-m: iking|nowned school. Write for fascinating book 
plans telling you how to do it—sent for|now free. University of Applied Science, 
only 15 ccnts, stamps or coin. We ha uve] 1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Department 10- 11; 
nothing else to sell you. nd at once—/Chicago. 
here real home workers, gotailway Postal C lerks. Men 18 up. $158- 
225 mont Common education sufficient 
230 ry. TH AVENUE, NEW YORK coached free. Write immedi: 
lars. Franklin Inst., Dept. 8-91, Rochestcr, N. Y 
Why work for others? Employ agents for Stories revised 
yourself. Make your own products. marketed. Est. 1917. Free Book- 
articles, houschoid specialties, etc. 500% lets. Universal Scenario Co., 290 Western & 
profit. Valuable booklet free. Nat‘l Scientific Isanta Moniec: a Blag., Tiolly wood, Calif. 
Laboratories, 1925-W Broad, Richmond, Va | 
| Men-Women, 18-50, qualify for Forest 
Producing Managers who know g00d! Royer, Ry, Muil Clerk, Special Agents, othcr 
tailoring and genuine value, write or wire|(;oyt. Positions, $140-$200 month: write In- 
for information about C anterbury lstruetion Brreau, Dept. 137, St. Louis, Mo. 
J ul anc ) : 
Bs sulesman Earn $25 Weekly. Spare Time, W 
7% to manager. Outfits free. Company |for Newspapers, Magazines; exp. unnecessa 
7 We back every|Copyright Book “How to Write for Pay 


arges merica. 
it. Canter-|Free!_ 1307 Press Institute, St. Louis, Mo. 
bury Tailors, 22 West 22nd Street, New| Men—Get Railway Mail Clerk or poset 
York Ranger Job with Government; 25-$22 
jmonth, Permanent, short hours. Write Warren 


worry with small profits and 
artic Backed by na-|Lnst., 500 ¢ ‘olorado Bldg., Denver, Colo. 
tional advert sing. hundreds of Nogar sitesme n} Build a beautiful, powerful, magnetic 
are making $500 to $1,000 monthly Right Now. voice at home by mz irvelous method broucht 
World's longest wearing suits, $12.50. z- from Europe. 100 per cent improvement posi- 
ing wear demonstration makes big, ste: ady tively guaranteed or money refunded. W pod 
sales certain. Write today for Free Kit, for book and definite proof in advance. 
full starting instructions. _Nogar Clothing|dress Perfect Voice Institute, 1922 
Mig. Co., Dept. OS-1A, Reading, Pa, |Ave., Dept. 10-11, Chicago, 
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> Clerk, 
his car 
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ina Buick 
$1500.00 


Cash 


» 


I am going to give away a brand new, latest mode! Buick 
Sedan to someone who answers this adv. We have already 
given away many autos. This is the most liberal offer ever 
made. Itis your chance to win this ideal car. You can win it; 
why not try? The Sedan will be delivered to the winner, or 
winner may have the full cash value ($1, 195.00) 


SOLVE THIS PUZZLE 


Can you make out the two words spelled by the numbers in 
the squares above? The alphabet is numbered, A is 1, B is 2, 
ete. What are the two words’? Send your answer today—not a 
cent of cost to you now or later. 


$305 for Promptness 


I will also give away a Chevrolet Coach, Orthophonie Vic- 
trola and many other valuable Prizes—besides hundreds of 


dollars in Cash—and $305.00 Special Extra Prize for Prompt- 
ness. First Prize winner willreceive $1,500.00 cash or Buick 
Sedan and $305.00 cash. All who answer can share in cash and 


rizes. In case of ties the prizes will be duplicated. EVERY- 
BODY REWARDED. Now, cet out your pencil and solve the 
puzzie—send your answer today with name and address 
plainly written. WILLIAM LEROY, 
Dept. 3881 315 So. Peoria St., 


Make $60 a week and be your own boss simp! 
taking orders for my amazing new, fast sell- 
orld's biggest value 


ing All.Weather Coat. V 
only $3.98 bargain price every man 
woman, child a red-hot prospect. Everyone 
ys! Stone cleared $605 in 30 days. 


Amazing New Raincoat 


Never before such a value! This 
at is so attractive you'd ONLY 


t to cost twice its price. $328 


rubberized fabric. 
Popular style. Six striking, vivid colors, Wind- 
proof, dustproof and waterproof. 


No Experience Needed 


No capital required. I tell you what to do—I 

urnish everything absolutely FREE. 
Sample coat for demonstration at no 
ost. Spare time or full time. If 360 a 
week sounds good to you, write at once 
for details of my amazing new money- 
making plan. No cost or obligation. 
Don't delay, write today. 


Cc. E. COMER, Comer Mfg. Co. 
Dept. 0-619 Dayton, Ohio 


A Shapely Foot is a Joy Forever 
BEAUTIFY YOUR FEET 


*The “Perfection” Toe Spring 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of the BUNLON or en- 
larged joint. Worn at night, with 
auxiliary appliance forday use 


Send outline of foot 


Straighten Your Toes 
Banish That Bunion 


Any other foot 
trouble? 


R. ACFIELD 


Home Antiseptic 


Keep soothing, healing, liquid Zemo on 
hand for scalds, bruises, cuts, burns, cold 
sores, frostbites, blemishes and other skin 
ailments. Pleasant to use. 35c, 60c and $1.00. 


Zemo 


FOR SKIN IRRITATIONS 


Dept. 98 1328 Broadway New York 


wearing one of « 
hued Sun S 


Luck 
them sent 


ucky Gem to w and 
free. Send no Money Pay postman on delivery 
MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12, Varick Sta., New York, Dept. SMS-1 


|ence poked a sunny head out of the door. 
|““Lee, your mother just rang for you. I saw 
| you coming and told her to hold the line.” 
It was Mother, and over the wires I de- 
tected the flutter in her usually calm voice: 
“Lee, Lover, what’s all this they’re telling 
|me? Why didn’t you let me know first you 
| were engaged ?” 
| “We'll have a long talk, honey, as soon as 
I get home. I'll come straight from here.” 
| “DI wait, Lover. That was what you 
were driving at, wasn’t it, when you asked 
me to name over some girls?” she said. 
“I’m so glad, Lover. Ann’s a darling girl 
and her folks are all right, too. Hurry home, 
Lover. I’m dying of impatience!” 


ND then I faced the long drive home and 

myself. I felt like a cur, I told myself sav- 
agely, and that’s exactly how I ought to feel. 
My intentions? What did they matter? 
What I had done was the crux of it all. 

I gnashed my teeth at myself when I re- 
membered all I had let Ann reveal. I had 
let her strip away all the curtains, tell me 
things I should have gone to my grave with- 
out knowing. That quiet little girl had 
opened up to me doors through which only 
one man in all the world ever should have 
passed. 

Slowly, as the quiet, soothing Southern 
landscape flitted past I began to realize. It 
sobered me. The answer was perfectly 
plain; perfectly simple. At least, thank the 
gods that be, I was heart whole and fancy 
free. That, at any rate, helped. 

Ann satisfied Mother’s longings. I had 
gleaned that from Mother’s words and her 
tone. She would gladly welcome Ann as the 
daughter for whom she hungered. Dad 
would approve anything Mother said. Then 
why not? 

Why not, when that was all I could do 
in any event? Sobered, a little frightened 
as I realized all that I was letting be en- 
| trusted to me, I prayed to myself a humble 
little prayer: “Please, God, help me to go 
through with it so she’ll never find out.” 

I was more than a little surprised to find 
| out how easily I fitted into the réle of de- 
voted swain. Ann and Mother, almost from 
the first minute, formed an alliance against 
all male kind. I degenerated from the po- 
sition of favorite around whom all the house- 
hold revolved to something subsidiary. 


F A sudden, days later, I asked myself 

how on earth I had ever overlooked Ann. 
Ann had a quick little brain that caught the 
point of what I was saying without cum- 
bersome explanations, most of the time be- 
fore I even began to say it. Ann always 
knew intuitively how I felt, whether I wanted 
|to romp with her and the Airedale, or was 
tired and wanted merely to flop in the big 
|chair and rest. Ann cuddled just right into 
the hollow of a fellow’s arm when we danced, 
and sometimes at other moments. Ann 
could snap a fellow out of any given mood, 
even when he wanted to invite a road-hog 
out of his car to fight. She had within 
her, ready always to turn on at will, an un- 
believable store of whimsicality that could 
find anywhere, at any time, fairy tales and 
golden, iridescent dreams. 

I wondered whether, in her new happi- 
ness, Ann really was becoming more beau- 
tiful, or if it were just that I was seeing 
what I had overlooked all along. 

I should have known what had happened 
to me at last, when the boiler on the lower 
plantation blew up and I had to go down 
there to see about it. I hated to go; and 
there was a surprisingly pleasant feeling in 
hating to. Still, a couple of the hands had 
been rather badly hurt and, after all it was 
only fifty miles, little over an hour if you 
stepped on the gas, and there were telephones. 
So, as happily as I could manage, I kissed 
Mother good-by and went away contentedly 
_sad, with the memory fresh and sweet of 
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Ann’s dainty little face uptilted to ming 

I came to full realization of what had 
happened to me when it was growing dark 
down on the plantation that evening, when 
all the sky above was rose and gold, and alj 
the world below was dark and chill; when 
the knowledge hammered dismally that Any 
was fifty miles away and that it would be 
whole days before I could see her again 
I was starting to the telephone when it rang, 

“Hello. Lee?” came Mother's voice; and 
at the sound of it I wondered what had 
happened to disturb her. “I’ve been talking 
to Ann, Lee. I made her let me see her” 
In the thousandth second before she spoke 
again my thoughts were racing. Why should 
Mother say she made Ann see her? Mother 
was not one to fly off without good reason— 
what had happened ? 

“Those boys who were down in camp with 
you, Lee. They said something. They 
didn’t know it was anything, but it has done 
harm they didn’t dream of. Lee!” Mother's 
voice held toward me a note I had never 
heard in it before. “Did you do what they 
say?” 


“Tt DON’T know, Mother. I did plenty.” 

“Some cat of a girl took pains to let 
Ann know what the boys said. She wouldn't 
see me at first, Lee, she’s cut up about it 
worse than I dreamed any girl could be. 
Says she can’t forget some things she told 
you. She’s heartbroken, Lee. And I’m not 
proud of you, either.” 

There was more, but I scarcely heard it. 
Ann had found out. Ann knew I didn't 
know when I proposed to her. Ann knew 
everything I’d made up my mind she should 
never learn. Slowly I replaced the receiver 
on the hook, and tried to think. 

Realization had come at last. No wonder 
I no longer spent hours wondering about 
love. I whirled back to the telephone. 

I could scarcely wait till my call went 
through and I heard the colored maid's 
voice: “Yassuh, Mist’ Lee, I call her f’r yuh. 
Miss Ann! Miss Ann! Hit’s Mist’ Lee!” 

I heard Ann’s answer unbelievingly. I 
could not believe it even when the maid re- 
peated it to me. ‘Miss Ann say she can't 
talk wid yuh, Mist’ Lee.” 

My fingers tightened about the telephone. 
“Tell Miss Ann that I’m coming to see her 
as fast as gasoline will bring me. And tell 
her she’s going to see me when I get there!” 

The colored house boy of the plantation 
tried to stop me as I started the car to re- 
mind me I had had no supper and that 
colored house boy narrowly escaped losing 
a leg. I spun my car around and shot it 
toward the road home. 

Nor was the house boy the only one who 
had a narrow escape from Lee Austin. I 
slowed down for nothing. Fast as I drove, 
however, my thoughts raced ever ahead of 
me. 
Ann! The sheer life that dwelt within 
her! Why couldn’t I have realized long 
ago? The sparkle in the big black eyes that 
seemed at times to fill half her face! 
long lashes! Ann! 

And I was the man who had jeered at 
love! Misty, above the gleam of the head- 
lights I could see Ann’s clear-cut dainty little 
face; and the light that shone from it when 
she caught sight of me. Ann! 

There was dust on my car, dust on my 
clothes, and dust in the lines in my face 
as I roared to a stop in front of her home. 
The house seemed strangely dark. I ham 
mered savagely at the door. No answer. 


HAMMERED again and when no fe 

sponse came, clumped down the front 
steps. There was a light in Mammy ‘Lizas 
one-roomed shack and I stalked across 
bare little porch. 

“Where’s Miss Ann?” I asked. 

“Law,’ ef ’tain’t Mist’ Lee!” Mammy 
‘Liza’s hands went up in astonishment. All 
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MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION, 
ETC., REQUIRED BY THE 
ACT OF CONGRESS OF 
AUGUST 24, 1912, 
of SmarT SeT published monthly at New 
york, N. Y. for Oct. 1, 1927, State of 
New York, County of New York, ss. Be- 
fore me, a Notary Public in and for the 
State and county aforesaid, personally 
appeared R. E. Berlin, who, having been 
duly sworn according to law, deposes 
and says that he is the Business Manager 
of the SMART Ser and that the following 
js, to the best of his knowledge and be- 
lief, a true statement of the ownership, 
management, etc., of the aforesaid publi- 
cation for the date shown in the above 
caption, required by the Act of August 
%4, 1912, embodied in section 411, Postal 
laws and Regulations, printed on the 
reverse of this form, to wit: 1. That the 
names and addresses of the publisher, 
editor, managing editor, and business 
managers are: Publisher, Magus Maga- 
zine Corporation, 119 W. 40th Street, 
New York City; Editor, W. C. Lengel, 
119 West 40th Street, New York City; 
Managing Editor, Grove Wilson, 119 
West 40th Street, New York City; Busi- 
ness Manager, R. E. Berlin, 119 West 
40th Street, New York City. 2. That the 
owner is: (If owned by a corporation, 
its name and address must be stated and 
also immediately thereunder the names 
and addresses of stockholders owning or 
hiding one per cent or more of total 
amount of stock. If not owned by a cor- 
poration, the names and addresses of the 
individual owners must be given. If 
owned by a firm, company, or other un- 
incorporated concern, its name and ad- 
dress, as well as those of each individual 
member, must be given.) Magus Maga- 
tine Corporation, 119 West 40th Street, 
New York City, Sole Stockholder, George 
DUtassey, 119 West 40th Street, New 
York City. 3. That the known bondhold- 
ers, mortgagees, and other security hold- 
es owning or holding 1 per cent or more 
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or 
other securities are: (If there are none, 
0 state.) None. 4. That the two para- 
graphs next above, giving the names of 
the owners, stockholders, and security 
holders, if any, contain not only the 
list of stockholders and security holders 
as they appear upon the books of the 
company but also, in cases where the 
stockholder or security holder appears 
upon the books of the company as trus- 
tee or in any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation 
fr whom such trustee is acting, is 
given; also that the said two paragraphs 
Contain statements embracing affiant’s 
full knowledge and belief as to the cir- 
cumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who 
do not appear upon the books of the 
cmMpany as trustees, hold stock and se- 
turities in a capacity other than that 
ofa bona fide owner; and this affiant 
@ no reason to believe that any other 
Mrson, association, or corporation has 
ay interest direct or indirect in the 
said stock, bonds, or other securities 
than as so stated by him. 5. That the 
average number of copies of each issue 
of this publication sold or distributed, 
through the mails or otherwise, to paid 
subscribers during the six months pre- 
teding the date shown above is (This 
information is required from daily pub- 
lications only.) R. E. Berlin, Business 
Manager. Sworn to and subscribed be- 
ore me this 29th day of September, 1927. 
. E. Stahl, Notary Public, Queens 
County No, 1724, Reg. No. 3556. Certifi- 
‘ate filed in New York Co. No. 545, Reg. 
No, 9498. (My commission expires 
Match 30,1929.) [Seal] 


STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP,’ 


Miss Ann. She went ridin’ wid Mist’ Jawn | 
Will Denman.” 

There was nothing in the mere words 
to lay upon me the cold certainty that they 
did. 

“With Mr. John Will Denman?” I re-| 
peated slowly. There flashed back to me} 
that scene down at the river: the grip of | 
John Will’s hand, the look on his face and | 
| what Jimmy Briggs had said when he had 
gone. “Mammy ’Liza, do you know where 
they went?” 

“Nawsuh. She jes’ ‘phone him right atter 
you called. Seem to me I did hear him say 
}somep’n when dey was leavin’, suh, ’bout 
| de county seat.” 
| I waited for no more. I knew. My in- | 
| tuition had been trying to warn me all along 
| that Ann was not the sort to submit weakly 
|to my ultimatum that I was going to see 
|her, whether or not. Going off with John | 
Will was her answer. 


| A Mawes other things at the county seat, 
was the license office. 

They had nearly an hour’s start on me. 
|I could pick up most of that by taking the 
| unpaved short-cut, and driving like pos- 
sessed. The car would hang together that 
| long. 

I drove recklessly, cut-out wide open, 
spark and throttle levers pushed till they 
jammed. I slowed down only when I had to, 
and then as little as I dared. 

The powerful car was fairly leaping from 
bump to bump along the rough road, mo- 
tor roaring, going half into the ditch with 
a skidding crash and recovering a hundred 
yards down the road. Yet again I found 
} that I could not outrun my thoughts. If 
|only I could overtake them ‘before it was 
|too late! Constantly I strained forward for 
the first sight of John Will!’s gray roadster. 

Because I was straining so for the first 
| glimpse of it, there was a shock at the sud- 
|den sight of it on the road ahead. He 
was driving fast; but with no speed like | 
mine. My long car swooped down upon 
them, horn shrieking insanely. I barely | 
waited for the gray roadster to stop before 
leaping down and racing to its side. 

Ann did not speak; and in the tiny light 
from the dash lamp John Will’s face was 
|calm. “Well?” he said to me, and waited. | 
I was panting as if I had been running. I | 
|} heard John Will, but my attention was on | 
Ann only. “Ann, honey,” I said, “I’ve come 
{for you! You mustn’t go on with—this | 
thing. I’ve come to—stop it. You've got | 
to come back with me!” 
| Ann held her silence; it was John Will | 
'who made answer. Characteristically, he | 
lowered his voice instead of raising it. } 

“You evidently don’t know what you are 
saying,” he said. “I can see you are not | 
yourself; but you don’t know what you are 
meddling with.” 

I had seen John Will grow that quiet be- | 
fore and the other man was pretty badly | 
kurt, that time. I, too, grew quiet. | 

“All right, John Will,” I told him. “If it | 
has to come, it has to come.” Then I turned 
to Ann and said in a different tone, “Ann, 
honey, I’ve come for you. I want you, dear. 
Won't you come back with me?” 

Ann still was silent, and when she did 
not answer me John Will reached tomes | 
his levers. 


Ai AIT a minute, John Will!” I warned. 
“Don’t! She doesn’t understand that 
I love her!” 

John Will slammed shut the door I had | 
opened, and the sound of it was like a) 
curse. He snapped on the switch, and words | 
came to him. 

“Love her!” he managed to get all the scorn | 
in the world into it. “Love her! You! | 
Why you don’t know what the word means! | 


‘I’ve loved her since she was a little girl, 
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| de fo’ks went to de picture sho’, suh, ’cep’ | 


DIAMONDS 


WATCHES & JEWELRY 
12 Months To Pay 
Pay Next Year 


ABSOLUTELY PERFECT 
$3 down—$1.40 weekly 
The blazing, genuine blue-white diamond 
is guaranteed absolutely perfect in ev- 
ery respect. It is attractively set off 
by 4 triangular French blue sap- 
phires in this artistic, engrav- 4 
ed 18 Kt. white gold | 


mounting. 


Jewelry makes the best 
Xmas gift because it lasts, 
is useful and is most ap- 
preciated. Everyarticle pic- 
tured here has been care- 
fully selected for both beau- 
ty and quality. Prices have 
been reduced for Xmas so 
as to offer the biggest value 
for the least money. Every- 
thing has been done to 
make it as easy as possible 
to purchase your Xmas 
presents. 


Buy From 


porters 
You save middleman’s 
— because we have 
n diamond importers 
since 1879—48 years. We sell 
only blue-white diamonds 
—nooff colorgrades. Every- 
thing guaranteed us repre- 
sented. Our money-back- 
if-not-satisfied guarantee 
protects vour order. Anold 
conce~n means safety. 
18 Kt. white gold s 


man's ring. Send Your Order— 
# 16 days Free Trial 
¢ Just send $1.00 deposit or 

the full Pa 
lelivery the ad- 


mond, 2 sapphires, 


decide. If not satisfied, re- 
turn and we will refund 
every cent you paid. 

Open Confidential 

Credit Account 

To open a charge account 
without delay, just give a 
little information about 
yourself and a few busi- 
ness references. Everything 


$1 down—S50c wk. 
World famous Elgin jewel- strictly confidential. 


ed, timed and regulated will know what or 
tin hands en- whom you are buying. 
gravedoctagonwhitegold ~. under age, have parents 
Totest style or guardian guarantee. 
. t or place 
order for 


Dainty 14 Kt. solid white geld. rectangular ladies’ wrist 
watch fitted with jeweled, adjusted and regulated 
movement. Guaranteed for accuracy. Free mesh brace- 
tet. Handsome Xmas presentation case. 

BULOVA 


STRAP 


No. MO7—Men’s most popular style. 15 jewel BULOVA 
movement in 14 Kt. white or green gold filled case at 
nationally advertised cash price. Xmas gift case. 


- Write for FREE Catalog 

Hundreds * of fains in Diamonds, 
Watches, Wrist Watches, Jewelry, Toi- 
let Sets, Tableware, etc. Beautifully 
illustrated. Jt brings our large jewelry 
store right into your home. 

Buy Diamonds Like An Expert. 
uo Know grades, qualities and values be- 
A= fore buying. Contains information-other 
jewelers dare not tell, such as weights 
and grades of diamonds. 


STERLING 2'watcr CO. 
» 1540 BROADWAY, Dept. 2392, N.X. 
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“We cant 


get married until 


“We can’t get married until I earn more money.” 
Thousands of young men are saying that today. 
Thousands of girls are giving that as the reason the 
marriage date is being put off and off. Sometimes 
it gets a little embarrassing, too, to have to keep on 
giving that excuse. For no girl likes to admit that 
the man she is going to marry is a failure. 

support a home these days. And 
But don’t wait too long. The 
They will never come 


It takes money to 
you're right in waiting 
years of youth are precious years. 
again 


Thousands of men now have happy prosperous homes 
because they had the foresight to prepare themselves 
for advancement through the home-study courses of the 
International Correspondence Schools Hundreds of them 
report salary increases of $10, $15 and $25 a week. 
Many are earning $75, $100 and $150 a week. Some 
have doubled and even tripled their salaries. Some are 
earning $10,000 and $15,000 a year. Others have become 
owners of businesses of their own 


If the I. Cc. S. can help other men to raise their 


salaries, it can help you At least find out how It 
won't obligate you to ask for our Free Booklets, but 
that one simple act may change your entire life. Do it 


Do it for HER! 
Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


now. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University’ 

Box 6257-K, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of 
your booklet, ““Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars 
about the course before which I have marked X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
(Business Management Salesmanship 
Cjindustrial Management CL) Advertising 
Personnel Organization ()Better Letters 

") Traffic Management (_]Show Card Lettering 


|Business Law C)Stenography and ‘iyping 
( Banking and Finance LIE sh 
Management C) Civil Service | 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.){"] Railway Mail Clerk 
Cost Accounting (] Common School Subjects 
fookkeeping School Subjects 
(J Private Secretary (| Illustrating 
OSpanish (French O Cartooning 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineer Architee 
recto Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions Structural Engineer 
(Gas Engine Operating Chemistry © Pharmacy 
() Civil Engineer Automobile Work 
() Surveying and Mapping C) Airplane Engines 
()Metallursy Mining Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Engineering [) Radio (Jj Mathematics 


City 


The most valuable offer 
ever made bya publisher. Ten issues 

of THE PATHFINDER for only 10 cents? 
The liveliest, most unique and most entertaining 
American weekly mag e. 
information, news events, special features, ex 
fiction, etc. Once you read THE PATHFINDER you 
will never do without it. Grab this limited offer at once. 
THE PATHFINDER, Dept. M155, WASHINGTON, D. C. 
MONEY FOR YOU 
Men or women can earn $15 or $25 weekly 
in spare time at home making display cards. 
Light, pleasant work. No canvassing. We 
instruct you and supply you with work. 
Write to-day for full particulars. 


The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited 
201 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Can. 


Full of wit, humor, 
ellent 


' with her tiny, frilled skirt "way above her 


little knees. I’ve loved her all these years 
when you didn’t know she was on earth. 
Would you serve your twice seven years for 
her as I have done? Would you suffer hu- 
miliation to get her? Would you come down 
off your throne to crawl in the dirt for her? 

“Love her! You think all you have to do 
is simply tell her that! You think all you 


| have to do is to outrun us in your bigger, 


more expensive car and tell her you want 
her. You're wrong!” 

If he had said anything else I should have 
fought him. But his words stripped from 
me the last bit of pretense, made me see 
myself in a true, unlovely light. My hand 
dropped from the door of the car. 

“IT see now, John Will,” I said slowly and 
I did. “And thank you. I guess that and 
a lot more was coming to me. I've been a 
self-centered, egotistical cad; but I didn’t 
know. I didn't know.” 

I turned to Ann. “I reckon you're dis- 
gusted with me, Ann,” I said humbly, “and 
I couldn't blame you no matter what you 
thought of me. But I want you to know 
I'd give an arm to make things right again. 
And all I can do is say 'm—sorry. 

“TIT do love you, Ann. I love you so much 
I can’t tell you. I haven't the right to ask 
for anything if you don’t care any more. 
All you have to do is tell me, and I'll never 
trouble you again. Can't you, won’t you 
tell me yourself Ann?” 


“TILL she was silent, her head bent, her 
\J face hidden. I staked my all on one 
despairing throw: 

“Tell me, Ann,” I begged. “Won't you 
wait just till tomorrow? Can’t you forget 
all you hold against me now and remember 
that I do love you? Tell me, can’t you, 
honey ?” 

Unmistakably this time her hand went in 
appeal to John Will. I had to bend close 
to hear her words. 

“It’s ‘no,’ Lee. 
Good-by.” 

My head came up. “Good-by, Ann,” I 
said. I tried to take my medicine without 
whimpering. “Good-by, John Will. I wish 
you all the luck in the world. God bless 
you both.” 

I got back to my car somehow. The cold 
touch of the levers roused me. Could only 
a few minutes have passed since I wrenched 
it to that grinding halt? It seemed ages. 

I was the fellow they called Lee-the- 
lucky! The favored of Fortune, dancing 
through all life, Lee-the-lucky, who had 
only to think of a desire to have it granted. 

Yet had I not received entire justice? 
Once I had had all that I now was willing 
to sell my soul to regain; and I had tossed 
it lightly away. I had failed to appreciate 
its worth when I had it. Was it not right 


I can’t. Not any more. 


. for it to be taken from me? 


Right? Yes, I supposed so. I deserved 
it, all of it. But that did not ease the pain 
of it. 


Well I might as well begin. I might as 
well take it as gamely as I could. At least 
now when spring came again and all the 
world was full of fragrance, when every 
arbor on every smooth lawn seemed to hold 
a low-voiced, contented two, I'd know what 
it was all about. I knew what love was. 

Gone was the last trace of the excitement 
that had buoyed me over these roads. They 
were unbelievably long, unbelievably lonely. 

Pretty nearly home, now. I'd be able to 
see the lights of the little Southern town from 
the top of the hill ahead. Pretty nearly 
home to face the questions Mother would 


not ask, and to know what she thought q 
the son she had been proud of. J] ggg 
see Ann’s face again, floating ever abo 
the golden tunnel of my headlights throug 
the gloom. Ann! The tender little ng 
in her voice when she said my name. Anp 
The way her lips curved at the copne 
when she smiled up at me, head on one si 
and eyes aslant. Ann, the whole-souled 
laughter-full honesty of her! I could 
her, feel her presence, all around me. 

God, I was going to miss her! 


UTOMATICALLY, as another car cuf 

in ahead and stopped, I braked my car 
I shook my head dazedly. I must be seeing 
things. Ahead, just over the hill now, wa 
home. Miles behind, driving directly away 
from me to the county seat must be the gra 
roadster that I thought I saw cutting i 
ahead of my car, forcing me to stop. Why 
it even looked like John Will helping An 
out of that car, approaching mine. 

I put out a hand to touch that phantom 
arm and sat erect with a jerk. The a 
was real! I was not imagining. Unbe 
lievable or not, that was John Will and, be 
side me, was Ann. 

Silently John Will finished tucking Ani 
into the seat beside me, and closed the door 
Then he spoke, quietly as ever. 

“IT couldn’t let her go through with it 
Lee,” he said. “She’d have done it. Sha 
kept insisting that it was the one thing shd 
wanted to do, but she knew and I knew 
The only person I could have deceived wa 
myself. It wasn’t worth it, Lee. 

“Ann would have gone on and married 
me tonight if I had let her and then all 
three of us would have spent our lives pay 
ing for it. She would have married me to 
night, and have begun hating me for it to 
morrow. I know. I think I'd give all m 
hopes of salvation if it weren’t so, but its 

“She has been loving you, Lee, all the timg 
I’ve been loving her. All the time fromm 
those ’way back, kid days and I just couldn’ 
treat my Ann that way.” 

He paused to steady his voice and evel 
managed a trace of a smile. “It’s my tw 
now,” he said. “God bless you both.” Hi 
hand tightened on the car and he dropped 
his pitiful attempt at levity. “Be might 
good to her, Lee. Be good to Ann. B 
good to her,” and he stumbled away. Ther 
was a lump in my throat; my eyes stung 

“Ann,” I said. “That—John 
only this way of making it up to him. J 
it will help, you can walk on me with you 
two little feet. I’ve been arrogant, selfist 
self-sufficient. I don’t deserve you, hone} 
but I'll spend all the rest of my life trym 
to make it up to you and to him.” 


LIM young arms were somehow abo 
\J me, and a wet cheek was pressed to mil 
“Don’t—say that, Lee, little boy,” she saM 
“IT know I feel that way, about him, to 
He’s the finest, the straightest—the cleame 
man we know. But love's unreasonilj 
Lee. It’s a selfish, selfish thing. It shi 
just the two of you inside, together al 
closes all of the rest of the world outsid 

In the darkness ahead John Will's eng 
roared into life and his lights sprang ® 
deep, dark, true red. 

“All life’s hard,” her gentle voice went 4 
“But it’s just life, I suppose? You B® 
to ride to happiness always over somengy 
else’s unhappiness.” 

Silently, cheek against cheek, we watd 
that brave little light climb the hill @ 
darkness ahead, and slide away in the gi 
of the other side. 


HAT do you think ought to happen to a girl who undertakes t0 

tame a man for another girl? I had a reputation with my cr 

for knowing all about men, but I'll tell you in February SMART SET 
I no longer pretend to be ‘Little Miss Man-Wise.” 
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"We cant 


get married until 


“We can’t get married until I earn more money.” 
Thousands of young men are saying that today. 
Thousands of girls are giving that as the reason the 
marriage date is being put off and off. Sometimes 
it gets a little embarrassing, too, to have to keep on 
giving that excuse. For no girl likes to admit that 
the man she is going to marry is a failure. 

It takes money to support a home these days. And 
you're right in waiting. But don’t wait too long. The 
years of youth are precious years. They will never come 
again 

Thousands of men now have happy prosperous homes 
because they had the foresight to prepare themselves 
for advancement through the home-study courses of the 
International Correspondence Schools. Hundreds of them 


report salary increases of $10, $15 and $25 a week. 
Many are earning $75, $100 and $150 a week. Some 
have doubled and even tripled their salaries. Some are 


earning $10,000 and $15,000 a year. Others have become 


owners of businesses of their own. 


If the I. C. S. ean help other men to raise their 
salaries, it can help you. At least find out how. It 
won’t obligate you to ask for our Free Booklets, but 
that one simple act may change your entire life. Do it 


Do it for HER! 
Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


now. 


niversal University’ 
Box 6257-K, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of 
your booklet, ““Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars 
about the course before which I have marked X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

Business Management Salesmanship 

Industrial Management Advertising 
Organization 3etter Letters 


CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The U 


Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law tenography and ‘iyping 
Banking and Finance inglish 

Management a 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) 


Cost Accounting 


vil Service 
Railway Mail Clerk 
Common School Subjects 


Bookkeeping _]Tligh School Subjects 
Private Secretary } Illustrating 
Spanish O French Cartooning | 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES | 
Electrical Engineer Architect | 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints } 
Mechanical E) Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions Structural Engineer | 
Gas Engine Operating Chemistry 0 Pharmacy 
Automobile Wor 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics 


Civil Engineer 

Surveying and Mapping 

Metallurgy OD Mining 
(Steam Engineering Radio 


Name 


Street Address. | 
State. 


City 


Oecupation........... | 
If vou reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal 


Big Weekly Issues 


The most valuable offer 
ever made by a publisher. Ten issues 
of THE PATHFINDER for only 10 cents? 
The liveliest, most unique and most entertaining 
American weekly magazine. Full of wit, humor, 
information, news events, special features, excellent 
iction, etc. Once you read THE PATHFINDER you 
will never do withoutit. Grab this limited offer at once. 


THE PATHFINDER, Dept. mi55, WASHINGTON, D. C. 


MONEY FOR YOU 


Men or women can earn $15 or $25 weekly 
in spare time at home making display cards. 
Light, pleasant work. No canvassing. We 
instruct you and supply you with work. 
Write to-day for full particulars. 

The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited 
201 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Can. 


| I can’t tell you. 


| it, all of it. 


' with her tiny, frilled skirt ‘way above her 


little knees. I’ve loved her all these years 
when you didn’t know she was on earth. 
Would you serve your twice seven years for 
her as I have done? Would you suffer hu- 
miliation to get her? Would you come down 
off your throne to crawl in the dirt for her? 

“Love her! You think all you have to do 
is simply tell her that! You think all you 
have to do is to outrun us in your bigger, 
more expensive car and tell her you want 
her. You're wrong!” 

If he had said anything else I should have 
fought him. But his words stripped from 
me the last bit of pretense, made me see 
myself in a true, unlovely light. My hand 


| dropped from the door of the car. 


“IT see now, John Will,” I said slowly and 
I did. “And thank you. I guess that and 
a lot more was coming to me. I’ve been a 
self-centered, egotistical cad; but I didn’t 
know. I didn’t know.” 

I turned to Ann. “I reckon you're dis- 
gusted with me, Ann,” I said humbly, “and 
I couldn't blame you no matter what you 
thought of me. But I want you to know 
I'd give an arm to make things right again. 
And all I can do is say I’m—sorry. 

“T do love you, Ann. I love you so much 
I haven't the right to ask 
for anything if you don’t care any more. 
All you have to do is tell me, and I’ll never 
trouble you again. Can’t you, won’t you 
tell me yourself Ann?” 


TILL she was silent, her head bent, her 
\J face hidden. I staked my all on one 
despairing throw: 

“Tell me, Ann,” I begged. “Won't you 
wait just till tomorrow? Can’t you forget 
all you hold against me now and remember 
that I do love you? Tell me, can’t you, 
honey ?” 

Unmistakably this time her hand went in 
appeal to John Will. I had to bend close 
to hear her words. 

“Tt’s ‘no,’ Lee. 
Good-by.” 

My head came up. “Good-by, Ann,” I 
said. I tried to take my medicine without 
whimpering. “Good-by, John Will. I wish 
you all the luck in the world. God bless 
you both.” 

I got back to my car somehow. The cold 
touch of the levers roused me. Could only 
a few minutes have passed since I wrenched 
it to that grinding halt? It seemed ages. 

I was the fellow they called Lee-the- 
lucky! The favored of Fortune, dancing 
through all life, Lee-the-lucky, who had 
only to think of a desire to have it granted. 

Yet had I not received entire justice? 
Once I had had all that I now was willing 
to sell my soul to regain; and I had tossed 
it lightly away. I had failed to appreciate 
its worth when I had it. Was it not right 
for it to be taken from me? 

Right? Yes, I supposed so. I deserved 
But that did not ease the pain 


I can’t. Not any more. 


of it. 


Well I might as well begin. I might as 


| well take it as gamely as I could. At least 


now when spring came again and all the 
world was full of fragrance, when every 
arbor on every smooth lawn seemed to hold 
a low-voiced, contented two, I’d know what 
it was all about. I knew what love was. 

Gone was the last trace of the excitement 
that had buoyed me over these roads. They 
were unbelievably long, unbelievably lonely. 

Pretty nearly home, now. I'd be able to 
see the lights of the little Southern town from 
the top of the hill ahead. Pretty nearly 
home to face the questions Mother would 


not ask, and to know what she thought of 
the son she had been proud of. ] could 
see Ann’s face again, floating ever above 
the golden tunnel of my headlights through 
the gloom. Ann! The tender little not, 
in her voice when she said my name, Ann! 
The way her lips curved at the corner 
when she smiled up at me, head on one side 
and eyes aslant. Ann, the whole-souled 
laughter-full honesty of her! I could see 
her, feel her presence, all around me. 
God, I was going to miss her! 


AUTOMATICALLY, as another car cut 

in ahead and stopped, I braked my car, 
I shook my head dazedly. I must be seeing 
things. Ahead, just over the hill now, was 
home. Miles behind, driving directly away 
from me to the county seat must be the gray 
roadster that I thought I saw cutting in 
ahead of my car, forcing me to stop. Why, 
it even looked like John Will helping Ann 
out of that car, approaching mine. 

I put out a hand to touch that phantom 
arm and sat erect with a jerk. The arm 
was real! I was not imagining. Unbe- 
lievable or not, that was John Will and, be- 
side me, was Ann. 

Silently John Will finished tucking Ann 
into the seat beside me, and closed the door. 
Then he spoke, quietly as ever. 

“I couldn’t let her go through with it, 
Lee,” he said. ‘“She’d have done it. She 
kept insisting that it was the one thing she 
wanted to do, but she knew and I knew. 
The only person I could have deceived was 
myself. It wasn’t worth it, Lee. 

“Ann would have gone on and married 
me tonight if I had let her and then all 
three of us would have spent our lives pay- 
ing for it. She would have married me to- 
night, and have begun hating me for it to- 
morrow. I know. I think I’d give all my 
hopes of salvation if it weren’t so, but it is. 

“She has been loving you, Lee, all the time 
I’ve been loving her. All the time from 
those ’way back, kid days and I just couldn't 
treat my Ann that way.” 

He paused to steady his voice and even 
managed a trace of a smile. “It’s my tum 
now,” he said. “God bless you both.” His 
hand tightened on the car and he dropped 
his pitiful attempt at levity. “Be mighty 
good to her, Lee. Be good to Ann. Be 
good to her,” and he stumbled away. There 
was a lump in my throat; my eyes stung. 

“Ann,” I said. “That—John Will—I’ve 
only this way of making it up to him. If 
it will help, you can walk on me with your 
two little feet. I’ve been arrogant, selfish, 
self-sufficient. I don’t deserve you, honey, 
but I'll spend all the rest of my life trying 
to make it up to you and to him.” 


LIM young arms were somehow about 
\J me, and a wet cheek was pressed to mine, 
“Don’t—say that, Lee, little boy,” she said. 
“IT know I feel that way, about him, too. 
He’s the finest, the straightest—the cleanest 
man we know. But love's unreasoning, 
Lee. It’s a selfish, selfish thing. It shuts 
just the two of you inside, together and 
closes all of the rest of the world outside. 

In the darkness ahead John Will’s engine 
roared into life and his lights sprang out, 
deep, dark, true red. 

“All life’s hard,” her gentie voice went om. 
“But it’s just life, I suppose? You have 
to ride to happiness always over somebody 
else’s unhappiness.” 

Silently, cheek against cheek, we watched 
that brave little light climb the hill in the 
darkness ahead, and slide away in the gloom 
of the other side. 


HAT do you think ought to happen to a girl who undertakes to 


tame a man for another girl? 


I had a reputation with my cro 


for knowing all about men, but I'll tell you in February SMART Set why 
I no longer pretend to be “Little Miss Man-Wise.” 
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I AM rapidly emptying my warehouse shelves, in prep- 
aration for a new series of larger and more beautiful 
Little Blue Books will not be 
Buy now, while the selection is still com- 
Orders are filled as received and shipped at once. 


books at a higher price. 


reprinted. 
plete. 


ere Are My Reasons: 


are still 2,300,000 
Little Blue Books to be 
= and I stand ready to pay 

You pay only 5e per 
your choice— if you order 20 
hooks (the minimum) $1 is your 


frst and last payment. That is 
al these books cost. And you 
may order as many as you like 

I must clear out all these Little 
Blue Books because the public has 
decided that it wants larger and 
more beautiful books instead of a 
standardized product at a very low 
pce. The public is king, and so | 
am going to issue a new series 
won as all the Little Blue Books 
ae gone—of bigger books, to em- 
phase Quality instead of Quan- 
tity, but not to sell at Se each 
That is why the Little Blue Books 
are being sold out—that is why I 
am paying the postage—and that 
iswhy you must lose no time if you 
mnt to take advantage of this 
of books at 


copy prepaid 
“Poere are still 2,300,000 Little 


Blue Books awaiting distribution 
These are going fast. Right now 
you can have your pick of the 
complete stock and your order will 
be promptly filled. Look over this 
assortment of alluring 
titee—and send your order by the 
next mail. We can fill your order 
tow, but we cannot guarantee how 
long the supply will last 

E. HALDEMAN-JULIUS. 


Love 


6 Love and one Tales. 


. Kiss and Other Tales. Chekhov 
Dreams; Stories of Passions’ 
Pawns. Schreine 

4 Physiology of Sex Life Dr. Greer 

M4 Love Letters of a Nun 

@ What is Love? Daring Essa) 

Letters of Men and 

ius 
How to Love. Clement Wood 
The Evolution of Sex. 


Guy de 


m 
1% One of Cleopatra's Nights. 

of Frenchwomen Learned of 


A French Prostitute’s Sacrifice 
3% Love Rights of Women Ellis 
@ Vampire and Other Poems Kip- 


47 A Night Flirtation. Chekhov 
(0 French Amorous Misadventures. 
W Brightly Colored Tales of Pas- 


gon 

1 Passion Stories of Many Hues 

Love Letters of a Parisian Act- 
fess. 

lllicit Love, ete. Boccaccio 

7 Tales of Love and Life 

M% More Love Letters of Parisian 
Actress 

™ Epigrams of Love, Life, Laughter. 

™ Daughter of Eve. Frank Harris 


W? Her Burning Secret Valdagne 
Follies of Lovers. French Stories 
1 French Love Maxims. Stendhal 


Xissing 

8 A Mad Sweetheart Balzac 
Common Sense of Sex 

and Other Tales. 


Mad Love. Frank Harris 

LJ What Price Love? Chekhov 

MS First Love and Other Stories 

Forbidden Love. Barry Pain 

M How to Write Love Letters 
of Love and Hate. 

"0 Best Jokes About Lovers. 


Murder 


Last Da: Condemned Man 
Dr pa and Mr. Hyde 


Salome: Love Murder Wilde 
Crimes of the Borgias. Dumas 


Woman and Yellow Tiger. 
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149 Historie Crimes and Criminals 

162 Murders in Rue Morgue Poe 

366 Religion’s Failure to Combat 
Crime. 

524 Death, Catalepsy,etc., Explained 

558 Great Pirates and Their Deeds 

819 Strange Murders. C. J. Finger 

824 Torquemada: Spanish Torturer. 

883 Capital Punishment. Clarence 
Darrow 

1019 Bluebeard and His Unhappy 

ives. 

1042 Crime at Red Inn. Balzac 

1057 Truth About N.Y.’s Chinatown. 

1086 My Favorite Murder. Bierce 


2,300,000Books 


still to be sold to make 
room for the new 
series! 


The Little Blue Books must go to 
make room for the new series. The 
announcement of the new books can- 
not come until this stock of 2,300,000 
Little Blue Books is sold and out of the 
way However, these Little Blue 
Books won't last long among the 
millions of readers who know and 
want them. Get them now, while you 
can, at 5e per book prepaid. 


Adventure 


21 Carmen: Adventure Story. 

23 Great Stories of the Sea 

152 Son of the Wolf. Jack London 
288 Tales of Far North. Jack London 
333 Mulvaney Army Stories. Kipling 
399 Sinbad the Sailor. Arabian Nights 
400 and Aladdin: Arabian 


469 Pepe! s Exploration and Exca- 
vation. 


482 Five Weeks in A Balloon. Jules 
Verne 
483 — of Seaman. 


yat 

485 Vovag e to the Moon. Jules Verne 
516 Book" a Real Adventures. 
559 Robinson Crusoe. Daniel Defoe 
580 Polar Exploration and Adventure 
602 Mysteries of Egypt's Pyramid. 
698 Tales of Chicago Streets. Hecht 
770 Adventures of Kit Carson. Hero 
785 Gunga Din and Other Poems. 

Kipling 
797 20 Years Among African Negroes. 
927 Stolen Bacillus, etc. H. G. Wells 


Capt. Mar- 


939 Poe's Tales Imaginative 
Science. 

944 Masterpieces of Adventure 
Stories. 


945 Tales of Oriental Life. 

946 Tales of Desert Places. 

956 Itakan Tales of Love 

1001 Italian Bandit Tales. Irving 
1024 Tales of Big Snows. Jack London 
1053 Guide to N_Y.'s Strange Sections 
1124 On the Bum: Tramp Life 

1168 Adventure Stories. Jack London 
1169 Tales of Ships and Seas. London 
1201 Desert Island Adventures. Wyss 


Better English 


56 Dictionary of American Slanz 

82 Common Faults in English 

192 Book of Synonyms 

367 How to Improve Your Conver- 
sation 

437 How to Write Movie Scenarios. 

514 How to Write Poetry 

639 Most Essential English Words. 

681 Spelling Self Taught 

682 Grammar Self Taught 

683 Punctuation Self Taught 

696 How to Pronounce Proper Names. 

697 Words Often 

708 The Romance of Words 

734 Handbook of Useful Phrases 

821 Howto! mprove Your Vocabulary. 

822 Rhetoric Self Taught 

823 Composition Self Taught. 


255 How to Write Letters. 
$02 Foreign Words and Phrases 
986 How to Talk and Debate 


Sex Hygiene 


14 What Every Girl Should Know. 
91 Manhood: Facts of Life for Boys. 
127 What Expectant Mothers Should 


now 

536 What Women Past 40 Should 
now 

653 What Every Boy Should Know 

654 What Young Men Should Know. 

655 — Young Women Should 

656 


Kne 
What Married Men Should 
Know. 
657 What Married Women Should 
iw 


661 America and Sex Impulse Dreiser 


689 Woman's Sexual Life. Fielding 
690 Man's Sexual Life. Fielding 
691 Child's Sexual Life. Fielding 
692 Homosexual Life Fielding. 


717 Modern Sex Morality 

726 Venereal Diseases. Dr. Greer 

800 Sex in Psycho-Analysis. Wood 

804 Freud on Sleep and Sexual 
Dreams 

811 Genetics for Beginners. Fenton 

812 Heredity Explained. C_L. Fenton 
Womanhood: Facts of Life 

903 All About Syphilis. Dr. Pusey 

ba Sex Symbolism. Wm. J. Fielding 
950 Determination of Sex. Fielding 

1250 Judge Lindsey on Companionate 
Marriage. 


Women 


69 Mary, Queen of Scots. Dumas 
77 What Men Learned About Women. 
123 Mme. duBarry:A King’s Mistress. 
163 Sex Life in Greece and Rome. 
177 Subjection of Women 
189 Eugenics Explained 
196 Marquise: Secret Passion. Sand 
208 Debate on Birth Control. Sanger 
209 Modern Aspects of Birth Control. 
221 How to Know Women 
223 Wife of a King. Jack London 
286 Prostitution in the Ancient World. 
292 Mile. Fifi and Other Tales 
304 What Women Learned About Men. 
417 Nature and Meaning of Dreams. 
556 Hints on Etiquette E. Floyd 
644 Women Who Have Lived for Love. 
666-667 Memories of a Parisian Ac- 
tress. (2 vols.) 
718 Great Women of Antiquity 
730 Mistresses of Today. Markun 
731 Differences Between Men and 
yomen 
888 Memoirs of Mme. de Stael 
901 Woman: Eternal Primitive 
922 A Wife's Confession. Maupassant 
947 Queen of Spades. Pushkin 
955 Italian Tales of Heroism and Love. 
1017 _— Benefit of Clergy. Kip- 
in, 
1043 A Study of Woman. Balza 
1044 Another Study of Women Baleac 
1046 Coquette vs. a Wife. Balzac 
1067 Splendors of a Courtezan. Balzac 
1070 How to Fight Nervous Troubles 
1079 Phalic (Sex) Symbols in Religion 
1092 Simple Beauty Hints. Goddard 
1096 How to Dress on a Smail Salary 
1111 Prostitution in Medieval World. 
1113 Love from Many Angles 
1122 Degradation of Woman 
1135 Prostitution in Modern World. 
1167 Sinister Sex, etc. Ben Hecht 
1177 Woman and New Race. Have- 
lock Ellis 
1182 How to Make Your Cosmetics. 
1193 Woman's Way and Other Tales 
1209 Charming Hostess: Entertaining 
1212 Marriage and Morals in Soviet 


Russia 
1219 How to Make Homes Homelike. 
1233 Better Meals for Less Money. 


Marriage 
43 Marriage vs. Divorce. (Debate) 


a Origin and Evolution of Marriage 
76 Essays on Sex. Havelock Ellis 


lew is the time to buy your last supply of Little Blue Books. 


They 


wil not be reprinted. Send only Sc per book—we pay postage. 


226 Plain Talks With the Married 
645 Confidential Chats with Wives. 
648 Facts About Sex Rejuvenation. 
727 Psychology of the Affections 
S. Marriage and Divorce Laws. 
820 Best Jokes About Married Life. 
864 Confidential Chats with Hus- 
953 Gourdon's 4 Days of Love. Zola 
958 Love Tales of Italian Life 
964 HowtoBe Happy Though Married. 
988 Art of Courtship. Clement Wood 
997 Simple Recipes for Home Cooking. 
1031 How to Own Your Home 
1032 Home Vegetable Gardening. 
1041 How to Cane and Upholster 
Chairs. 
1148 Sex Crimes and American Law 
1189 How to Make Money at Home 
1197 Moral Divorce and Other Tales. 
225 How to Avoid Marital Discords 
1238 Married Life Right 
1258 Why I Believe in Companionate 
Marriage. 


Ghosts 


40 Haunted House and Brain. 

41 Christmas Carol. Dickens 
122 Debate on Spiritualism. Doyle 
124 Reincarnation Explained. 

145 Great Ghost Stories. 
345.Clarimonde: Ghost Lover 

906 The Yellow Cat. W. B. Stecle 
923 Magic Glasses, ete. a Harris 
940 Weird Tales. Edgar A Poe 
969 Supernatural Tales. Machen 
970 Out of the Earth. Machen 
996 Dual and Multiple Personality 
1059 Myth of Immortality. McCabe 
1075 Tales of Ghouls and Ghosts. 
1080 Haunted Houses.Ambrose Bierce 
1132 New Light on Witchcraft 
1153 Haunted Mind, ete. Hawthorne 
1160 Two Masterly Ghost Stories 
1162 Tales of Ghosts and Villains. 
1170 Funny Ghost Stories. Jerome 


Jokes 


287 Best Jokes About Doctors. 
382 Best Lincoln Anecdotes. 
422 Best Yankee Jokes. 

658 Toasts for All Occasions. 

662 Funny Answers. Mark Twain. 
669 Josh Billings’ Funny Epigrams 
‘oor Richard's Almanac 
768 Best Jokes About Lawyers. 

842 Best Jokes of 1925 

879 Best Jokes About Preachers. 
889 Best Jokes About Kissing 

959 Masterpieces of American Humor. 
960 Masterpieces of American Wit. 
971 Best Humorous Anecdotes. 
972 Popular Joke Book. 

1012 Best Negro Jokes. 

1013 Best Irish Jokes 

1014 Best American Jokes. 

1018 Humorous Limericks. 

1082 Best Jewish Jokes. 

1093 Best Amusing Puns. 

1146 Best College Humor. 

1184 Best Scotch Jokes. 

1191 Best Broadway Wisecracks. 
1200 Nonsense Stories and Pictures. 
1214 Best Ford Jokes 

1220 Best Rube Jokes 

1228 Best Jokes About Drunks 
1231 Best Jokes of 1926. 

1246 Best Hobo Jokes. 


Entertainment 


78 Hints on Public Speaking 

92 Hypnotism Made Plain 

347 Book of Riddle Rimes. 

470 Jazz: What It Is, ete 

493 Novel Scientific Facts. 

518 How to MakeAll Kinds of Candy. 
668 Humorous Fables. Mark Twain 
670 Josh Billings’ Comic Lexicon. 
715 Auction Bridge for Beginners. 
831 More Crossword Puzzles 

847 How to Play Card Games. 

500 Fascinating Riddles. 

897 How to Enjoy Reading. 

995 How to Play the Piano. 
1010 Amateur Magic Tricks. 


Cc 
each 


{ Postage 
prepaid) 
1040 Book of Bedtime Stories. 
1049 How to Teach Yourself to Sing. 
1063 Psychology of Laughter. 
1103 Puzzles and Brainteasers 
1171 Funny Facts About Stageland. 
1183 How to Play Checkers 
1210 Mathematical Oddities. 
1239 Party Games for Grown-Ups. 
1253 General Information Quizzes. 
1254 Contract Bridge Made Easy. 


Self-Improve- 
ment 


7 How to Get Liberal Education. 
112 Secret of Self Development. 
190 Psycho-Analysis Explained. 
419 Origin and Nature of Life 
447 Auto-Suggestion Explained. 
679 Chemistry for Beginners. 

703 Physiology Self Taught 
ow to Conquer Stupidity. 
858 Psychology of Leadership. 
882 How to Build Character 
891 How to Develop Your Talent. 
895 Astronomy for Beginners. 
994 Physics Self Taught 
1003 How to Think Logically. 
1009 Typewriting Self Taught. 
1069 The Conquest of ll 
1097 How to Improve Mem 
1221 Facts to Know About Will ill Power. 


Health 


167 Everyday Health Rules. 

278 Quacks of Healing Cults. 

354 Facts About Christian Science. 
688 Tooth and Mouth Hygiene. 
761 Latest Food and Diet Facts. 
1000 Wonders of Radium 

1050 X-Ray, Violet Ray, e 

1126 Eating for Health (Vitamins) 
1242 Care of Skin and Hair. 


Passion 


230 Quest for a Blonde Mistress. 

344 Passion in Desert. Balzac 
444 Smart Epigrams. De Gourmont 
674 The Falcon. Boccaccio 

745 Montes: Matador and Lover. 
810 Polite Parisian Scandals. 

907 Sex Obsessions of Saints 

909 Amorous Tales of the Monks. 
921 Mme. Tellier's Establishment. 
951 Amateur Peasant Girl. Pushkin 
954 A Bath, ete. Emile Zola 

957 Italian Tales of Passion 


26 Should We Go to Church? 

33 Braun: Smasher of Shams. 
129 Rome or Reason? Ingersoll 
160 Wit and Wisdom of Voltaire. 
185 The Gods. Ingersoll 
191 Evolution vs. Dogma. 

439 12 Years ina a: 

851 Bible Myths and Legen 

935 Necessity of Atheism. Shelley 
1060 Futility of Belief in God. 

1123 Facts About Puritan posneeality. 
1229 Triumph of Materialism 

1237 Beliefs of Scientists. 


How to Order 


Just list titles desired by number (if 
you want Carmen, put down 21). Order 
at least 20 books and enclose money 
order, chetk or currency at the rate of 
5c per book—minimum order $1. We 
AN. the postage and ship at once. 

will be added to C. O. D. 


prepaid a applies 
- when remittance accompanies 
or: 


Haldeman-Julius Publications 


Dept. X-171 


Girard, Kansas 
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